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Y REF ASK 


N order to preſerve ſome poetical 

Performances of Merit in a few 
Volumes, the Publiſher has choſen 
this Method to preſent them to the 
Public. He makes his Acknowledge- 
ments to the Authors of ſeveral pieces 
contained in the FIRST Volume, which 
were never bef$e printed; and he 
hopes the judicious Reader will ap- 
prove of them in general; though 
the Publiſher is convinced of the Im- 
Poſhbility that every Reader can reliſh 
a Peruſal of each Piece, 


The Title of CALEDONIAD ſhall 
pe barefully attended to in claſſing the 
ſeveral 


rA e 

ſeveral Pieces which are to be con- 
tained in the Second and Third 
Volumes; and the Reader may 
depend on ſeeing nothing in this 
Collection which ſhall deviate from 


our Plan, of preſerving the capital 
Pieces of the beſt Scottiſh Poets. 
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Tus SBexRr. 


HILANDER, like an happy thoughtleſs 
ſwain, 

Follow'd his flocks, and rambled o'er the plain: 

New beauties met his eyes, in each new face, 

And this day's wonder made the /aft ſeem leſs. 

Thro' num'rous crowds he took his daily round, 

Few ſeem'd to touch, and none had power to 
wound. | 

Small hazard could the giddy ſhepherd run, 

Who look'd at all, but wiſely thought of none. 

The ſportive nymphs, in very ſpite, would try, 

And grudg'd him but the ſboww of liberty. 

Not that the youth could boaſt one charm to 
pleaſe, 

But Beauty will have ſaves of all degrees. 

Yet ſtill the heedleſs youth,preſerv'd his heart, 

By nature proof againſt the power of art; | 

Deſigning 
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Deſigning dames in vain the game purſue, 
The deer was proof 'gainſt ev'ry dart they threw. 
Theſe, when they found their ſnares could 
nought avail, ; 
As uſual, took the privilege to rail, J 
But thoſe endeavours, like the reſt, were vain, # 
They might attempt to pleaſe alike as pain. F 
Yet think not but the power of Love he knew, 
He ſaw it, felt it, and confeſs'd it too; $ 
But this was ſtill a ſecret on the green, 


He languiſh'd for a beauty yet unſeen. [Witt 
Among the ſwains he no amours would boaſt, Hist 
And often gave a Dowdy for a toaſt. - Hear 
Fixt to her charms, who could his ſoul ſubdue, And 
He feign'd the fickle, to conceal the true. ohe 
Perhaps ſhe knew it too, the faultleſs mad; Brea 
And Love with pleaſure, not with pride, ſurveyd. And 
With her'tis thought the ſhepherd was inclin'd) Ie © 
To hide no deeper than good eyes might find, _— 
And Clio ſeem'd the wiſeſt of her kind. J Wt. 
For ſhe the tricks of treach'rons maids defy'd, 
And left him till his reaſon for his guide, a 
Secure *twould bind him cloſer to her ſide. * 


And as ſhe held his heart, it pleas'd her beſt 
To leave him all his wirr to plague the reſt. * 


For ſuch, if ſuch there e' er could be, who Ne. 
thought, 


By flighter charms the youth was to be caught, 
In deference to the dear deſerving fair, 


This truth, though half-reluQant, 1 declare; 
| With 
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Vith flatt'ry pleas'd, and much conceit deceiv'd, 


ie, 
threw. They belp'd to frame the follies they believ d. 
could Clio alone has that prevailing grace, 
hat ſomething, ſweeter than an angel's face; 
hat winning beauty, whoſe familiar dart 
> vain, Roots where it falls, and grows up in the heart. 
1. No conqueſt aiming, the extends her ſway, 
new, No /lave ſhe needs whom willing hearts obey, 
O beſt, and beſt-beloved of thy kind, 

With favour be thy gentler ear inclin'd, 
With favour thy Philander's vows receive, 
oaſt, His truth thou haſt !—have ſhepherds more togive? 

Hear, godhead ! whom his ſubject ſoul obeys, 
bdue, And thou, Apollo] patron of his lays ; 

Oh cloath his kindeſt thoughts in ſofteſt air, 
d; Breath ev'ry accent tender as ſincere, 5 
vey'd And waft them to the lovely liſt'ning Fair. 


So may he ſpeak, as may that Fair approve, 
And beauty pay him gratitude in love. 3 
I aſk no more: in love completely bleſt, 

Let Avarice and A take the reſt. 


dne 


ADDRESS # CHEARFULNESS. 

By a young Gentleman, | 

Non tibi ſunt triſtet cure non letus. TIBULL. 
Chearfulneſs! celeſtial Queen 

ught O Of ſparkling eyes, and eaſy mein; 


Whether in bower or hall. 
B 2 Where 


b s 
* , 


With 
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Where coyly wanton Beauty wounds, 
Where Muſick breaths impaſſion'd ſounds, 
Smiling, to thee I call. 


Though Love my cup of pleaſure ſours, 
And ſtops the too, too lagging hours, 
| If thou, heart-eaſing Fair, 
Once deign to grace my lonely roof, 
Pale-fac'd Dejection keeps aloof, | 
And Sorrow melts to air. 


In vain ** Bacchanalian crew, TI 
Thee, mild, with wine and myrtles woo, 
To grace their orgies wild; 
Where laughs Debauch, where Riot ſings, In 
Thou N. the rout on equal wings, A 
Fair Health and Virtue's child! 1 
Let ſhy Suſpicion ſeek the glade, | T 
Of ſocial. Intercourſe afraid, Z 
Inwrap'd in double gloom. 
See Cacus dæmons rule the ſkies, L 
At ev'ry ſtride ſee terrors riſe L. 
And yell his final doom 
N 
| Tho' ſunny Afric own'd my ſway, , | N 
And in my cheſts Potoſi lay, 
Each hope, each wiſh ſupply d, : 
Unleſs thou com'ſt, Euphroſyne, L 


And bring thy nurſe, Content, with thee, | 
V were irkſome all beſide. 
In 


[ call. 


Fair, 


vild; 


hild ! 


OM, 


om 


yds 
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In vain J importune the Nine, 
Around my brow their wreaths to twine, 
And tune the Pean lyre, 
My blood without thee dully flows, 
Nor fit nor juſt my judgement knows, 
My fancy feels no fire, 


Regret and mopiſh bodings fly, 
Enliv ning Queen, when thou art by, 
And Shagrin fades away. 


Raſh Suicide lets fall the bowl, 
Thou light'ſt the day-ſtar in che ſoul, 


With Hope's perennial ray. 


In vain foul Vice aſſumes thy mein, 
Alone fair Virtue is ſerene, 

Serene tho? kings? diſgrace. 
The thorns that goad the villain's breaſt, 


The ſecret dreads that break his reſt, 


Belie the vizard face. 


Let dire excentric comets glare, 
Let fire-ey'd Plague infect the air, 
And earthquakes rock the ground. 
No ſunk Deſpondency repines, 
No cavil taxes God's deſigns, | 
Where thou art to be found. 


Wherever, Queen, thou deign'ſt to go, 
Birds fing, flowers bloom, clear ſtreamlets flow, 
The ecchoing banks between! 
Mild 


Mild vernal airs around thee 


Thou art the Patriot's heartfelt meed, 


[4 
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And all is fun, and all is ſong, 
And all fair freſh'ning green 6:3 


Thou, if not fabulous my lore, 
Thou art the magic zone ſhe wore, 
The Queen of wreathed ſmiles: 
By thee, ſhe fixt in ev'ry heart 
The pleaſurably painful dart, 
From thee ſhe ſtole her wiles. 


If, with thy ſweetly winning ray, 
Thou gild'ſt the clofe of Life's decay, 
Een Age has power to charm. 
Without thee, Goddeſs debonaire! 
Not youth, not downy youth, is fair: 


No gazer's breaſt can warm. 


Superior thou to frowns of fate, 
Staid Pleaſures in thy preſence wait, 
To fretful Hymen's chains. 
Thou art Religion's genuine look, 
Thou art Philoſophy's rebuke, 
That wins while it reſtrains. 


When Freedom I * and Tyrants bleed, 
Thy ſmiles will toils repay. 


Where bloody Supertiicion reigns, f 


And dooms the good to deathful pains, 
Thou art the Martyr s ſtay, 
Oh 
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Oh, Chearfulneſs! thy conftant beam 
Surpaſſes far Mirth's trankent gleam, 
The April of the mind. 
The ſame thou art in courts of kings, 
As when thou'rt laid by pebbly ſprings, 
Thou court'ſt the buxom wind. 


en! 


les: 
Alas! I court thy help in vain, 
Love thorbs with keener, fonder pain, 
While Mem'ry paints the paſt. 
Yet, Chearfulneſs! I'd not forego 
This pleaſing anxious ſenſe of woe, 
For all the joys thou haſt. 


rm. 

OOO ο 
5 A SONG, | 

On the Officers of Lord — 's Regiment- 
: Tune, Free and Accepted Maſon.) 
ins. 

By an Officer. 

: * L ſing you a ſong, 
m. That is not very long: 

It's of a moſt excellent meeting, 

Of brave honeſt bucks, 
1 Who love drinking like ducks; 
Ye And always preferr'd it to eating. 

, TE. 
— The firſt in my liſt, 


And how can he miſgt? 
Is 
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Is our noble Lieutenant-col'nel; 
For, by Jove, he's worth ten 
Of your grave ſober men, 


And you ſhall be judge if I've ſworn ill. 
III. 
Then there's Captain M 
Who looks ay ſo ſlie, 
But if you think ſo, you miſtake him; 
For ne'er was the man, 


At the glaſs or the can, 
Who would make James afraid to attack him. 


IV. 


Now talking of this, 
It wont be amiſs 
To mention our own little Frankie 
Who cares not a whit, 
Tho' he eats ne'er a bit, 
But give him good punch, and he'll thank ye. 


V. 


"Tis ſeemly and right, 
To ſing of the Knight “, 
Who flinching or flying deſpiſes; 
For ſet him once down, 
PI lay half a crown, 
That he'll fill himſelf drunk e'er he riſes. 


ee EI — ww. 


w—_ — — 
* 


Sir George 


VI - 


= For 


Or 


An 


> 
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There's little D———, 
He too likes his glaſs, / 
\nd ſtill takes the other cool dram, 
But a cuſtom of his, 
A misfortune it is, 
That by ten he's as quiet as a lamb. 


VII. 


Bold Mac—n and Al—rie, 
ey both love a ſtourie; 

And accord to the Highland opinion; 
Give them plenty of whiſky, 
And they never will aſk ye, 

For any other food than an onion. 


im. 


VIII. 


Cool Adjutant B—ge, 
As grave as a Judge, 
Or a Monk ſaying his Pater-neſtr 
. Yet I'll venture my ſoul, 
_ That he loves a full bowl, 
And prefers good rum-punch to his Roſter. 


IX. 
The laſt I ſhall ſhow, 
Is Adjutant S— w, 
Who is of the opinion that B—ge is; 
For when he ſees drink, 
He lays by pen and ink, 
And the time be ſpends ſo he ne' er grudges. 
| C 


To 


_—_ 
—— —— LS — —— 
1 : — C 
4 Pen * —— —— 
4 ET 0 
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To the poet in debt, 
1 muſt not forget, 
To give him due praife for his trouble; 
For if he drinks leſs, 
Than the reſt of the meſs, 
To make up that fault, he ſpeaks double. 


A PARAPHRASE of ARNO's VALE, 
made at BREDA, and addreſſed to Colonel 


8 
[. By the Same. ] 


, 
HEN here, O Colnel, firſt we came, 


Where Marlo rolls his muddy ſtream, | 


We all were glad, we all were gay, 

For punch inſpir'd us night and day; 
Like grigs our merry ſongs we ſung, 
Your drink gave glibneſs to the tongue, 
All thought that health could never fail, 
While punch and mountain did prevail. 


II. 


But now ſince good Aldowrie's ill, 
Who always drank, yet dry was ſtill; 
The health we hope for now gave place, 
To Ague with his ſickly face. 


Our 


A} 


came, 


tream, | 


Our 
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Our taſte of punch, alas! is o'er, 
And mountain us defends no more; 
Diſaſt'rous ſickneſs does prevail, 

o, d—n Breda, let us ſet ſail. 


"4 32 6 20-2. 


{By a Gentleman.] 


L 


Care not, ye Gods, for the breath of a 
name; 


T requeſt only pleaſure; give great men their 
fame: 


I ſeck not through ages my glory to ſpread, 
Let me live while I /ive, and when buried be 
dead, 
II. 
May I find a retreat where the ſenſe of our Iſle, 
And it's liberty flouriſh with Spring's conſtant 
ſmile: 
Where the ſoftneſs of climate makes pleaſure of 
eaſe; 
Where fragrance and health are convey'd in 
each breeze. | 
III. 


There in . embower d will I often re. 
recline, 


And thank, for his foliage, the God of the vine; 
C2 Yet 
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Yet let not Life's current inaCtively roll, 
Let my friend, nymph, and bottle, give play toff 
my ſoul. 


IV. 


Montagne, 

Who ſpeak to the fancy, but plague not tel 
brain; 

And when a gay hour brings chimerical views, | 


Muſe. 
V. 


Thus the pale ſpectre Care may I ſtill chace 
away, 
My night crown'd with rapture, with pleafure 
my day; 
From the lumber of life and it's knav'ry releas'd, 
The lie of the Stateſman, the gloom of the Prieſt. 


VI. 
I care not, ye Gods, for the breath of a name, 
I requeſt only pleaſure, give great men their 
name; ; 
May I live to myſelf, while to others I ſhine, 
Let 7heirs be the cloud, let Juno be mine. 


To 


May I read ſometimes authors who write like | 


As I ſport with my — Pl ſport with my} g 


To i 


lay tom 


e like 


t the 


1 my 


ace | 
afure | 


as'd, 
rieſt. 


ame, 
their 


ne, 


To 
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To the Right Honourable LoRD ALGERNON 


PERCY: On his marriage. 
[By a Gentleman. 


CCEPT), dear Percy, from your long 
A known friend, 
The beſt and trueſt wiſhes he can ſend. 
May all thoſe charms, which grace the maid 
you wed, 
(Charms that will laſt, when bo bloom is 
fled.) 
May thoſe accompliſhments that oft have been 
Stampt by the voice of a deſerving Queen, 
Ever ſeem new to your approving heart, 
And Love's firſt ardours to your breaſt impart. 
May ſhe, delighted with her Percy's love, 
Purſue with zeal, what worthieſt minds approvez 
And glorying in the honour'd name of wife, 
Chuſe for her model thro' this varied life, 
Eliza chearful, generous and good, 
Whoſe noble actions prove her noble blood. 
She muſt with her humanity and eaſe, 
Secure reſpect, and never fail to pleaſe. 
May each returning day bring ſome new joy, 
And the firſt year a ſmiling lovely boy, 
Who train'd in paths that lead to virtuous fame, 
May emulate the heroes of his name ; 
And with ſuch patriot virtues bleſs the land, 


As ſhine with luſtre in Notthumberland. 


» af 
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An ODE # PLENTY and HARVEST: Ma' 


[By an Officer. To 
AIL! Harveſt, come ! and with thee . Th. 

Plenty bring, = To 
To cheer our hearts, and make us ſing for joy. The 
May all the bounties of a pleaſant Spring WI 
The hands of tradeſman in our Iſle employ. Beef 

The farmers labour, and the maſons art, = Of 
Will then reward the hand of ident toll, Edi 
The Poet then will, with a chearful heart, Thi 
Vice and Folly, Sloth, and rags beguile. Th. 
Then ſhall Proſperity and Peace abound; 14 
The lover then will woo the lovely maid, , Al: 
Fortune will place them upon fertile ground, Th 
The lovely pair will then encourage trade. Pri 
Your picture, Plenty, written on my ſoul, . In 
To rub it off, defies my art and ſkill, Hi, 

To peace nor reſt I cannot me controul, Or 
| While Plenty's abſent, I muſt wander ſtill. Th 
May Trade and Commerce flouriſh in our iſle, He 
May true Religion bleſs our healthful land, W 
| May Peace and Plenty deign on us to ſmile : To 
| No foreign foe can then our power withſtand. Th 
| The Lord of Hoſts will help our men abroad, Th 
| And make them awful on the foreign ſhore. A 
With Dread and Fear, the foes of truth, our God Fri 
Will make to tremble when our canons roar. Ye 
Hail Plenty, come! effeminary ſend Br 
Abroad to France, to Pruſſia, and Spain: Th 
Be to our trades a help and conſtant friend, A 

And let thy bleſſings in our land remain. : 

May 


ay 
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May Commerce flouriſh, and may Science thrive, 
To baniſh Luxury, and bring to Shame 

The foes of Virtue that would boldly ſtrive, 
To keep a Hero from immortal fame. 

The midnight hour inſpir'd the ſolemn ſong, 
When clocks were ſtriking in the filent night; 
Before my eyes appear'd a ſhining throng, 

Of female Muſes, and of Beauties bright. 
Edina's playhouſe made me gaze and ſtare; 
The men were noble, and the ladies fine, 

The gay appearance baniſh'd my care, 

I drown'd my ſorrow in a glaſs of wine. 

Alas ! while others mourn, they dance and ſing, 
The fear of death is baniſh'd from the ſoul, 
Pride ſwells the heart, and makes a ſop a king, 
In his own fancy; while the flowing bowl 

His pocket picks, to-morrow he muſt ſtarve, 
Or ruin others, by contracting debts. | 
The rules of wiſdom he will not obſerve: 

He muſt be like the Macaroni pets. 

While warlike youths can boaſt a nobler claim 
To warlike merit, and immortal fame; 

They wreath their laurels round the warlike creſt, 
The rural ſports do ſuit the heroes belt. 

A warlike ſpirit never will depart 

From Britain's iſle, nor from a hero's heart. 
Ye bounteous ſeaſons, as ye roll along, 

Bring Plenty with ye, and inſpire my ſong. 
That Thomſon's Muſe may always with medwell, 


And that my lays with lofty ſtrains may {well hs 


—— — 
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'To higher pitches in heroic verſe, 
The real truth I'll ſtudy to rehearſe. 


The humble cottage where Contentment dwells, 
For Virtue far the lofty pile excels; 

Where guilty Madneſs it's rude revels keep, 
And men are drunk before they go to ſleep. 
Superabundance is to them but ſpare : 

It would be better, if with wholeſome fare, 
'Their craving ſtomachs they would ſatisfy, 
And men in want with cloaths and foods ſupply. 
Hopeton and Blair, where Virtue dwells ſecure 
And where the Goſpel and its precepts pure, 
Are often read, and always ſacred held, 

By means of which, all ſwearing is expell'd *. 
I ſcorn to flatter, and I'm not afraid, 


Jo tell her faults to any lovely maid. 
- Fordice deſerves attention from the fair, 


He tells that dreſs, and ornamented hair, 
Can add no worth to female excellence, 


Jo real beauty, or to common ſenſe. 


But decent dreſs, becomes the female ſex, 
And ſuperfluity will them perplex; 

Virtue gives dignity, not gaudy dreſs, 

And all are cruel who the poor oppreſs. 

For human nature will be always frail, 

The rich and great may in their credit fail, 
And be reduc'd to poverty and want, 

Like a poor Hermit in a lonely haunt. 


The late Duke of Athol allowed none of his fer- 
vants to fwear. 


1 
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I, like the Hermit, now with awe profound, 
Shall ſtill attempt the Hero's praiſe to ſound. 
Victorious Wolf! a crown was more than due 
To- Stairs, Argyle, to Granby, or to You. 
Illuſtrious men, the pride of modern days, 

And proper ſubjects for a poet's lays. 

Milton and Pope could ſcarce a ſubject find, 
Better adapted to a warlike mind. 

Argyle and Stairs were men of vaſt renown, 
And Wolf deſerv'd a rich Imperial crown. 


OO ALT TEE EET . -.. fr fr 
THE COMPLAINT. 

[By the Same.] | 
OULD I with Poems purchaſe an eſtate» 
I would no longer curſe my cruel fate 
To live in theſe inhoſpitable days, 
When few but ladies will inſpire my lays. 
In deep remorſe, in ſorrow, grief, and pain, 
I very often to the fields complain; 
I hail the doves to chear my drooping heart, 
And tell the Larks to take the Poet's part; 
I often hail my comforts from above, 
And cheer my ſpirits with the charms of Love. 
O let me neither murmer nor repine, ' 
While I can think of truth and love divine, 
When paſſions fight within my honeſt breaſt, 
Let ſweet Contentment be. my conſtant feaſt: 
is fer- For He who feeds the ravens will beſtow 
Some bleſling even here on earth below. 


D | Grim 


Zr 
— _ — —]ü. — — 
* 
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Grim Fortune will not always ſtern frown, 
Plenty and Peace will ſure be yet my own. 
My fender ſtock I'll ſpend in doing good, 
And be content with raiment and with food, 
I long may wander in the fields and plains, 
To chear my ſpirits, and remove my pains z 
But very few will hear my ſad complaint, 
Or lend aſſiſtance when I'm cold and faint. 
If better Poets liv'd and died in want, 

I ſhould not murmer though my caſh be ſcant ; 
Pll always think on Innocence and truth, | 
And Royal Bounty wilt renew my youth. 
Would George, the Sovereign of the raging ſea, 
A hundred guineas, as a royal fee, 

But give the Poet to inſpire his Muſe, 

The royal favour he would ne'er abuſe. 

I love my country, but our vulgars hate 

The name of Poet who has no eſtate. 

But men.of wit, of eloquence, and ſenſe, 

Are fond of Poets for their innocence. 

Milton and Thompſon gain'd immortal fame : 


They hated Vice, and ſtood abaſh'd at Shame. 


Nor Greece nor Rome can ſuch two Poets boaſt, 
While Time endures their works will flouriſh 
moſt. 


Ladies and Gentlemen excuſe my lays, 


For here their merit- far franſcends all praiſe, 
I to their-tombs, alas! may now complain, 


| But as they're dead, my plaint is all in vain. 


A 


With news that was right dreary, 
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A PARAPHRASE of the firſt four Verſes 


of BAK BARA ALLEN, Made on Lord 
5 —s regiment receiving orders to 
march from Maeſtrecht 10 Sas van Ghent, in 
Dutch Flanders, 


(By Sir R——t M—y K—h.) 


| Hal 
I. fell about the month of June, 
h 


Or in the month of July, 
at Jan de Back *, in the Low country, 
Did uſe us very cruelly. 


II. 
A letter by the poſt he ſent, 


That we muſt march to Sas van Ghent, 
Of which we'll foon be weary. 
| III. 

* Riſe up, Riſe up, young men,” he ſaid, 
&« *Tis time that ye were ſtepping ; 

4 Of the bad air be not afraid, 
“ Take ay the other chappin. 


IV. 


“For dinna ye mind as well as me, 


cc Breda, where ye were lying; 
The lads that drank came off Scot free, 

“When the ſober folk lay dying.“ 

, : | | 


* Secretary at War. & 
D 2 5 4 
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APARAPHRASE of the CXXXVIIth 
PSALM, made at Sas van Ghent, when 
the regiment was very fichly. 


(By the Same.) 


I. 
Y Sas's ſickly ſtreams we ſat, 
And ay we grain'd and ay we grat, 
When Scotland we thought on, 
Our bagpipes hung neglected by, 
The bag was toome, the whiſtle dry, 
And ſilent was the drone. 


II. : 
Now they wha brought us to this town, 
Cry'd “ Lads, Why are ye a' caſt down? 
* Come ſing us a Scotch ſang.” 
But ſurely we'd be ſair to blame, 
Jo ſing our ſangs ſae far frae hame, 
To fic a ſcurvy gang. 
$5 we, 
Auld Reekie I did ne'er forget, | 
For ony town that I've ſeen yet, 
In a' their foreign lands; 
Gin e'er I do, in time to come, 


1 pray that I may be ſtruck dumb, 
And powerleſs be my hands. 


\, IV. 
How happy would the Dutchmen be, 


if Britain was ſunk in the ſea. 


*T would better their condition. 
But 
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But let's gang on as we've begun, 
Tis to be hop'd we ſpoil their fun, 
: And nick them of their fiſhing. 


V. 


O then we'll gar them a' repent, : 


VIIth 


when 


he ſending us to Sas van Ghent, : 
We'll pay them for their pains, 
Ve'll ſpare them neither young nor auld, 
ell tak their gaytlings by the ſpauld, 
And dad them to the ſtanes. 


t on, 


rone. 
N W.;. W. . E. W. E. K. WW. E. MW. K. 


TUE CAULLIWUSR 


Being a Paraphraſe of an old ſong, adapted to the 
meanęſt capacity. Written at Sas van Ghent, in 

anſwer to a Satiric Ode, addreſſed by the 
ſubaltern officers of General S——t's regiment, - 
: to their Field Officers, on St. Andrew's day. 


ds (By the Same.) 


R OM writing Odes, and all ſuch tricks, 


Young lads in time refrain, 
or he who kicks againſt the pricks 


be ſurely nothing gain. 


* Look 
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Ne'er cringe to men of ſenſe, for they, 


Young men beware, look ſharp, take care, 


ns | 
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'Look on ſuperiors with reſpect, 
Nor dare their power defy; 


Young men beware, look ſharp, take care, 
Or in the guard you lie *. 


Or in the guard you lie. 


II. N 
For each ſuperior in the land, 0 
The meaneſt or the beſt, 


If you refuſe his leaſt command, 
May ſend you to arreſt. 
With handcuffs on, and feet in chains, 
Lou'll learn their power to try. 
Young men beware, look ſharp, take care, 
Or in the guard you lie. 
Or in, c. 


III. 


Your flattery will deſpiſe; 

But fawn on fools, for that's the way, 
You may expect to riſe, 

Commend their ſenſe, at Truth's expence, 
And praiſe them to the ſkie. 


Or in the guard you lie. 
Or in, Sc. | 


* Alluding to the ſubordination in the Dutch army, 
of a ſuperior officer having it in his power to confine as 


9 
Could 


re 3 


re, 
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IV. 


ould we with gold our pockets fill, 
Fach independent made, 


ight follow only his own will, 

And chuſe a better trade. 

zut while we're here, it's beſt to fear, 
Nor dare ſuch power defy. 


[oung men beware, look ſharp, take care, 
Or in the guard you he. 
Or in, &c. 


DOOOOUGSOOCEIBOOOC 
{LETTER written to the Parſon at Liſle, 
from Sas van Ghent. | 


(By the Same.) 


E AR miniſter my landard ſtile, 
Is not like what you hear at Liſle; 


but gin it ſerves to gar you ſmile, 


I dinna care; 
erhaps it may divert a while, | 


I ſeek na mair. 
II. 


haſte you back my friend in chief, 


or well I wat I need relief; 


our abſence cauſes a' my grief. 


And 'tis moſt certain, 


teh army ve hardly eat two pounds of beef, 


-onfine as 


Could 


Since our laſt parting. 
Dear 
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Dear Ally, did you never ſee, 


Write us what ye hae ſeen that's rare, 


My compliments to Jock the Clever, 
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III. 


A Cuſhie-dow fit on a tree, 
Pining its lane, and like to die, 
Wanting its mate. 
"Tis ev'ry bit as ill wi' me; 
. My grief's ſae great. 
c IV. 


Gin ye as meikle time can ſpare, 


Os if ye think that Liſle's as fair 
As good auld Reckie3 

Or gin fry'd paddocks can compare 
Wi' cockie-leekie. 


V. 
I with the Major joy for ever, 
I'm glad that Sandie's loſt his fever, 


And to young Charley, 
Lord keep you a' frae Cupid's quiver, | 
And ye'll do rarely. 
VL : - 
O may that man be ever bleſt, 
Sound may he ſleep in his dead kiſt, 
Wha ordered the three monthly liſt, 
For gain April, 


Nane of ye a' can then be miſt, 
To ſtay at Liſle. 


Inſtead 4 


2 
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VII. 

nſtead of a' your fine champagne, 
hen ye come hame ye'll a' be fain 
o take to good rum- punch again, 


1 Or lic like liquor; 
Which well I wot ye'll no diſdain, 
ak, nog : Good Mr. Vicar. 


VII. 
hen ye're come back, we'll never part, 
ill Death ſhall fling his deadly dart, 
or I am your's without all art, 
Not from the teeth; 
zut from the botom of my heart, 
Your Ally KEIT RE. 


Leckics 


leekie. 


harley, WH PARAPHRASE N COLIN's 
COMPLAINT. Made at Bergen-op- 
zoom, March 1752, at the Reduction that 
happened at that time. 


[By the Same.) 
I. 


| April, WD Y the ſide of the ſlow-running Zoom, 
D A poor penſion'd Captain was laid, 
And while he bewail'd his ſad doom, 
A knapſack ſupported his head, 
E 


rarely, 


it Liſle. 


Inſtead 
TO The 
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The Lieutenants who heard him complain, 
With a ſigh to his ſighs did reply; 

And the Enſigns, who ſhar'd in his pain, 
Stood mournfully murmuring by. 


II. 


Alas! What a fool have J been, 
(Thus ſadly complaining he ſaid), 
To have chang'd my old yellow for green, 
Twere better by far I had ſtaid. 
But I was ambitious and young, 
And the name of a Captain ſeem'd great, 
Nor did I repent it was done, 
"Till now, when I find *tis too late, 


III. 
How fooliſh was I to believe 


The reduction would do me no wrong, 
Or that I ſhould have a reprive, 

Becauſe I had fleugled fo long. 
Poor I, who till now was ſo gay, 

Muft foon from that ſtation remove, 
Go cloath'd like a ploughman, in gray, 

Or live in a cottage on love, 


. 


What though I have ſkill to complain, 
Though the Muſes my temples have crown'd 

What though they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The Subs” all fit weeping around. 


vn'd 


Ah 
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Ah, Captain! thy hopes are in vain, 


Thy ſaſh and thy gorget reſign ; 
Thy ſpontoon thou muſt yield to a ſwain, 
Whoſe regiment is older than thine. 


V. 


All ye, my companions ſo dear, 


Who ſhare in thoſe hardſhips of mine, 
Whatever you ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at your fate to repine. 
Our maſters have ſent us to range, 
The wants of the State to ſupply, 
"Twas theirs to compleat this great change, 
And 'tis ours to be penſion'd and die. 


VI. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In their breaſts any pity is found; 
Let us be review'd once again, 
Before I am laid in the ground, 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſay, when they ſee the review; 
(If they're pleas'd with the way we behave,) 
The old does as well as the new. 


VII. 
Then to honeſt Dytes “ let them go, 
And deck him in golden array; 


Let him take my poſt at the ſhow, 
And fleugle it all the long day. 


Captain of the Grenadier's company of General Halket's 


that was incorporated with Lord D—';, 


E 2 While 
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While Keithie, forgot and diſgrace'd, Th, 
No more ſhall be thought of or ſeen, 


Unleſs if again he's replac'd, 
His coat ſhall be turn'd up with green “. 


Uniform of Lord D——'s Regiment. 


A SONG, 


Made on the ſame occaſion. 
(By the Same.) 
Tune, Ye Gods, ye gave to me a wife. 


I. 


HE Prince made me a Grenadier, 
Out of his grace and favour; 

For which I thank my friends, I ſwear, 
And not my good behaviour. 


II. 
But if the States, to ſave expence, 
Will break their very humble, 
And with my ſervice can diſpenſe, 
*Tis not worth while to grumble. 


echte 
The 


The 
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The lamentable Situation of the penſioned Officers. 
(By the Same.) 


INVOCATION. 


WITH Indignation, and with Fury fraught, 
With juſt reſentment fill'd, and angry thought, 
With griefs I ſing, give ear much injur'd Budge, 
Be you my Patron, Common Senſe my Judge. 
Attend Apollo, and ye tuneful Nine, 

Make all my woes in proper order ſhine, 5 
And may my Hunger ſpeak in ev'ry line. 


To the States General. 
O you, great Lords, I make my juſt 


complaint; 
Uſage like this would vex a very ſaint. 
Can ſervices like mine be all forgot ? 
I ſay my caſe is hard, and ye ſay not. 
You aſk what good I've done? I cannot tell, 
But I was always ready to do well; 
And yet you've broke me, and your only plea 
Is want of money, Pray what's that to me ? 
If honeſt gentlemen, like me, can ſerve, 
No matter. though your family ſhould ſtarve. 
Was it for this I labour'd night and day, 
To raiſe your power, and to augment my pay. 
Five years I liv'd among you, yet, I ſwear, 
I cannot call it living to live; here. 
To pleaſe your nation, I on bacon fed, 
And to enrich the State, went d k to bed. 

Was 
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Was it for this, I kick'd like a mad cow *, 
And all my kicking is forgotten now; 

Even if it is remember'd J am trick'd, 

For I, who was the kicker, now am kick'd 
Out of my place, and to deſtruction hurl'd. 
Farewell! forgetful, and ingrateful world. 


* The author was Captain of Grenadiers, and fleugled, 
or gave the time to the Officers, when the regiment was 
under arms. 


KENEEEEENEENENNKIOLN! | 


A LETTER # Captain D s at Ameſ- 
bury, from Bergen-op-zoom, July 1752. 


ROM Bergen's walls, with recent blood- 
ſhed ftain'd, 

Where Mars, in all his terrors lately reign'd, 
Reſtor'd to peace, I ſtring the tremb'ling lyre, 
To ſing what Love and Gratitude inſpire. 
For now no hoftile arm'd band appears, 
War's thunders now no longer grates our ears; | 
And Mars with Cupid can no more contend, 
This God protects what that could not defend. 
With pleaſure the blind Victor we obey, 
And Love and Helen do the ſceptre ſway. 
We think no more of battles won or loſt, 
No dear-bought victory we with to boaſt, 
Nor bloody conqueſt ; all our triumph lies 
In one kind look from Helen's lovely eyes. 
| Thoſe 
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„ , Thoſe eyes, whoſe luſtre brightens every hour, 
Thou know'ſt their beauty, thou haſt felt their 
pow'r. 
4 To her we conſecrate our peaceful lays, 
d. And each fond flave his willing homage pays: 


Whilſt thou, my friend, in Ameſbury's retreat, 
Seeſt what is truely good, and truely great: 
That race unſullied, which has ever known 

n birth few equals, and in virtue none. 

I know their worth, but in ſuch feeble lays, 

I might diſhonour what I wiſh to praiſe. 
Apollo ſhall ſome nobler bard inſpire, 

With equal gratitude and brighter fire, 

To write their merits in the books of Fame, 


Ameſ- 


752. And Douglas ſtill ſhall live a facred name, 
. bod: While I, though weak in praiſe, in keart fincere, 

Shall make their happineſs my conſtant prayer. 
zen'd To that my warmeſt wiſhes {till ſhall tend, 
4 bye Their grateful ſervant, and thy faithful friend. 

3 

re. 2. "5 = 88 
ö ESE HY 
n A TRANSLATION S Voltaire's Stanzas 
ö 
defend. | on Old Age. 
ey, | By the Same. 
way. | 
oft, AY, would you have me ſtill love on 
aſt, Reſtore my youthful days ! 
lies Recal that time, which now is gone, 
yes. That mid-day ſun of life, which ſhone 


Thoſe With youth's refulgent lays, 
| For 
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II. 


For now old Time bids me retire 

From off this active ſtage, 
The manly heat, the lively fire, 
Which wine and tender love inſpire, 

Alas! don't ſuit with age. 


III. 
Pleaſures no longer are our care, 


They're made for youth alone; 


Teach us, O Wiſdom, how to ſhare, 
The little time we have to ſpare, 


And one-half be thy own. 


IV. 


Muſt all my joys that now remain, 


Be mixt with this alloy; 
Is all that dear deluſion vain, 
Which uſe'd to ſweeten ev'ry pain, 
And brighten every joy. 
VF. 
Death waits us twice, ye Powers abore, 
What pain the firſt muſt give, 
To die to Pleaſure and to Love, 
That is the death I dread to prove, 
Tis nought to ceaſe to live · 
W 


Thus I of all 1 woes complain'd, 
In hopes to find relief; 
With fierce defire my breath was pain'd, 
The power was gone, the wiſh remain'd, 
And height'ned every grief. 
When 


ſtage, 


h age, 


alone; 


More ſure and laſting is her flame, 
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When lo! from Heaven, fair Friendſhip 
came, f ; 
She: ſeem'd my laſt reſource, 


ike Love, her tenderneſs the ſame, 


Though not of equal force. 


VIII. 
I yielded to her mild controul, 
But ſtill I did bemoan; 
\nd ſtill the trickling tear that ſtole, 
itneſs'd how much it vex'd my ſoul, 
To follow her alone. 


CCC 


A DRINKING PASS t Lieutenant 


P.——t D 8. 
Addreſſed to Sir George C n, Bart. 
(By the Same.) 
IT H reverence great, and due ſub- 
miſſion, 


Sir Knight, I make you this petition : 
In favour of our blinking brother, 
Who's in a mighty fear and pother. 
Leſt you be angry, and abuſe him, 
beg, for my ſake, you'd excuſe him. 
And though I own the point is tender, 
Yet Rob is but a young offender ; 
F He 
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He has out-ſtaid the leave you gave him, 
But this my Paſs, I hope, will fave him 
From ſad confinement and from fetters, 
The puniſhment of ſubs and debtors ; 
Beſides, I think it fit to mention, 

He fins not from a bad intention, 

But force of friendſhip and of liquor, 
Made him reſolve to take his bicker. 

His fault is great, but ſo's his merit, 

He found at once a friend and claret; 
You know how frail is human nature, 
And what temptation could be greater. 
Forgive his crime in the perſuaſion, 

TIl do as much on like occaſion. 

Excuſe this trouble, and my hurry; 

K—h will not rhyme, fo yours Ros M—y.. 


ACRISIUS King of the Argives, forewarned by an | 
Oracle, that he ſhould be murdered by his Grandchild, 
confined in a 'Tower Danae, his only Child, and took 
all poſſible care to exclude her from the company of Men. 

-But Jupiter falling on her lap in a Shower of Gold, ſhe 
became pregnant by that amorous Deity, and after- 
. wards was delivered of a Son, whom ſhe named Perſeus. 
Her Father, hearing of that Tranſaction, put Danae 
and her Son in a Cheſt, and caſt them into the Sea. 
Being' thrown out on the coaſt of Daunia, they were 
taken up by a Fiſherman. Pilumnus King of that 
Country married Danae; and Perſeus, when grown up, 
by accident flew Actifius, and ſucceeded him on the 
Throne. Simonides a pee and Poet wrote an 


- elegant 
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elegant Elegy in Greek, containing Danae's affectionate 


+. Addreſs to the Gods in behalf of Perſeus, while 

m he lay aſleep in the Cheſt, during a Storm in that dan- 

* gerous Voyage. Of that Elegy we have inſerted Two 
Verſions; the One in Latin by a Clergyman, the other 
in Engliſh by a Young Gentleman, when Fourteen 
Years of Age. ; 

DANAE's LAMENTATION over 
her Son PERSEUS, ſleeping in a Cheſt, whilſt 
expoſed to a Storm at Sea. 

(From the Original of Simonides.) 
MY LEAK roar'd the blaſt, and Horror's 

Þ giant form 

talk'd in the tumult of the midnight ſtorm. 
was uproar wild, when by the tempeſt ſhock'd, 
igh on the tumbling ſurge the veſſel rock'd: 

[—y.. hen helpleſs Danae mourn'd her bitter fate, 
he heart-felt curſes of a father's hate. 

oft on her breaſt, her ſlumb' ring babe ſhe laid, 

own guſh'd the big round tear; and thus ſhe 

DIY ſaid: 

randchild, 

and took L. | 
Jof Men. HOW herce that foaming billow paſt, 
r And ope'd a watery grave; 
d Perſeus. Death ſeem'd to yell in ev'ry blaſt, 
ut * And frown on ev'ry wave. 
0 a. ' 


'H. 
Yet hee, with nought of care oppreſt, 
My thoughtleſs Perſeus lies; 
Sweet are the dreams that bleſs his reſt, 
The fleep that ſeals his eyes. 


4 
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III. 


Loud roars the ſtorm with ruthleſs farce, 

That ſtorm thou canſt not hear; 

Dire is my wrathful father's curſe, 
That curſe thou canſt not fear. 


. IV. 
Elſe would theſe hapleſs ſighs be felt, 
Theſe wretched tears would flow, 
And teach that little heart to melt 
In ſympathetic woe. 


| V. 
Thy looks are joy, the heart that's glad, 
The downy ſmile is thine: 
+ My lot is grief, the ſoul that's ſad 
The bittereſt pang is mine. 
5 
To ſleep in joy thy rayiſh'd ſenſe, 
Ne'er may bright fancy ceaſe; 
Thy dreams are dreams of innocence, 
And all thy thoughts are peace. 


VII. 
. Yes, ſleep! (for thou canſt ſleep), and war! 
In roſy ſlumbers glow; 
And with thee ſleep yon bitter ſtorm, 
And with thee ſleep my woe. 
VIII. 
O Jove! beſtow one pitying ray, 
To cheer the future hour; 
And far from Perſeus turn away, 
Suſpicion's baffled power. 
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IX. | 


Nor vain that prayer, for well I know, 
The fated day will come, 

To end a hapleſs mother's woe, 
And ſeal a tyrant's doom, 


The above in Latin. 
TRA procella tonat : nocturnus obam- 


bulat horror, 

Mole gigantea, voce graduque minax. 

Undique ſævit hyems; agitataque ciſtula ventis, 
Ima petit pelagi, aut fidera ſumma ferit. 

Quæ tibi mens, Danae, duris objecta periclis, 
Dum reputas tecum non pia juſſa patris ? 
Natum amplexa finu ſomno ciſtaque ſepultum, 
Ingemis, & lachrymans fundis ab ore preces. 


« Ehu! quantus erat fluctus, modo qui mihi 
viſus 
©« Hiſcere; tartareas et reſerare domos. 
* Increbuit quanto vis formidanda procellæ, 
Mors tanto viſa eſt corripuiſſe gradum. 


Care jaces, Perſeu, cui mens non conſcia 


«© culpæ, 

“ Sopitus ſomno, nil metuenſque mali. 

« Blanda quidem „ mentem quz nunc tibi ſom- 
% nia mulcent, 

« Blandus et ille ſopor qui tibi membra rigat. 

Nunc furibunda fremit, tua quam non ſentiat 
“ auris, | 

© Tempeſtas. O ſi nunc quoque ſurda forem. 

« Sed metuenda magis ſunt duri juſſa parentis; 


« Juſla 
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« Tufla, tamen, quz ſunt non metuenda tibi. 
« Si tibi metueres, plorares parvulus exul, 
« Et lachrymis poſſes commaculare genas. 
« Sola vicem miſeror, Perſeu, noſtramque 
« tuamquez 
cc Si tibi quid metuas, commiſerere ſimul. 
&« Gaudia N wy peCtus, tua fronſque ſerena 
cc eſt; 
& Ingenui riſus ludit in ore decor. 
&« At mea ſors, luctus. Pectus dolor anxius 
© urget. | 
Heu, pereo! pereo! Quis feret almus opem. 
«* Te fine fine beet mentis tranquilla voluptas, 
« Somnia blanda tibi detque ſerena quies. 
* Non ſcelus, aut pravi, ſub pectore, ludit 
imago: | : 
% Aurea pax mentem pervolat, atque colit. 
Quin etiam, Perſeu, dormi ſecurus; et artus 
« Frigore torpentes roboret ille ſopor. 
.O utinam tecum, quæ nunc fremit, iſta pro- 
c cella i 
« Dormiat; et me qui deprimit ille dolor. 
12 nen Summe Pater, parent cui pontus & 
f . aer, . g . - 9 45 
. Reſpice, et*immerſos eripe, mitis, aquis. 
cc Sentiat Acriſius tua non temeraria fata; 
4 Vivat, at O vivat, Perſeus, ultus avum. 
% Vota ſubit fides. Nam lux, funeſta tyranno 
5 _ veniet. Vivet Perſeus ultus avum. : 
Lux optata veni, ut, duris erepta pericli 
« de, Perſci genitrix, tegue . . 
R. W. 
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An ELE GV, n JOHN DOW, commonly 
called Colonel DOW; who died at Crieff, No- 
vember 1774, without making any material 
blank in God's creation. 


mque 
By Mr. J 


OHN Dow is dead, and gane to reſt, 
Wha was, in life, nane o' the beſt, 

For he all ranks of men oppreſt, 

Ay at the law; 

He in this world was a peſt | 

b To ane and a. 


he lawyers now may wear their blacks, 
For he has given them many placks; 


it. And, by long uſe, he learn'd their knacks, 

t artus | As well as ony; 
nd mony ane cooſt on their backs, 

ta pro- When wanting money. 

*. e was na honeſt in the main; 

ud K or he bought debts was no his ain; 

3 * \nd, by his trade, made meikle gain, 

1 Which was na right: 

7 tho that this did cauſe much pain, 

wy To mony a wight. 

Aja He had a ſet ay at his call, 

ns 5 hom he gar'd poind baith young and aul: 

— Mr. P>— C—, Mr. M. K, Mt. 5, Sheriff 


Officers. 
He 
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He- wa'd na ſpar'd th' ole Paul, | 
Had he an aun him; 
Which made him hae a thread-bare ſaul, 


For they did bawn him. 


He did drink whiſkie, and excell, 

Ay did he bear away the bell; 

For which they nam'd him Colonel | 
Of drunken ſwabs. 

— he aft his ſaul would fell, 

When wi' ſick daubs. 


In's bed he'd fit upon his doup, 
Cry, Janet will be rich, I hope; 
© Come, dawty, fill the t'other ſtoup, 
6 Hang ane for a: 
« 'To Perth, ye ken, yon folks man ſcoup, 
| About the law. 


* « Here's ſick a ane, we need na name him; 
« For coming here they aft did blame him, 
« But we will find a way to tame him, 
« Or we twa part; 
“ Hath, Janet, you and I will kame him, 
% Wr a our art, 


«© 'There's aught gills only here ſet down, 
« For the laſt time he was in town; 
« Troth, he's o'er cheap, for fick a roun' 


« As we had c't; 


Mr. . D, of G——, commonly called 
"239 
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© In faith, we'll mark him half a crown: 
| 6 He's worthy o't.” 


O! Johnie, Johnie, that's no right,” 
duoth the, © had ay your conſcience tight;” 
Had ye your tongue, ye wearie wight, 

„ Be't right or wrang. 
abs. Here's twa het ſtoups *twixt him and me, 
Which we did drink wr meikle glee; 
Conſcience we'll even ca' them three, 

* And think nae fin on't; 
I ken the man will ſoon agree, 
« And make nae din on't.” 


ubs. 


But this being queſtioned at the law, 

\nd judged wrang by ane and a', 

ohnie was doomed to crook his paw, 

And gre his aith; 


auſe it 1 to all who ſaw, 
The men had ſkaith. 


Dn John to ſwear the law did pitch, 
hich he performed thoro' ſtitch; 
ind tho' that I am not a witch, 
Nor yet a prophes, 
doubt he got the other hitch 
By this to 7. bet. 


But now he's dead, we ſay nae mair, 
And left behind his ill-got gear: 
is ſhell was waſted to a hair, 
Quite ſpent away; 
G But 
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But where his ſaul is gane, fear, 
'Tis hard to fay 


Crieff, Nov. 1774. 


HOON KOEN 


On reading a Journey to the Weſtern Iſland 
of SCOTLAND, 


[ By Miſs B—ce. } 


AOLI the Second, to make people ſtare, 
Through Scotland once led a huge old 
Engliſh Bear ; 
And to laugh at his country-men formed a plan, 
To make them carefs this ſtrange beaſt as : 
man; | 

Who could with his paw, whene'er he had need, 

Raiſe an oat-cake or pitcher quite up to hi 
head: 

He began to articulate gutteral lingo, 

And, taught by example, could ſwallow their 
Ringo. 

To St. Andrews they went, a place we are told 
Much famed for learning and wiſdom of old; 
There to the grave doctors this Corſican droll! 
Preſented his friend, and ſwore by his foul 
He was a philoſopher greatly admir'd, 

And a thirſt after knowledge his journey in- 
ſpir d. 
To divert and to pleaſe him, they made it their 
care, 


Being 25 to ſee ſuch a philoſopher there; ; 
And 


And, to ſhow their reſpect, they prepared him 
a feaſt, 
Where firſt they diſcover'd he was but a—begft. 


From Fife to the north, and each northern 


Ile 
Where the people on ſtrangers promiſcuouſſy 


ſmile; 
Their journey they e this curious 


to tay, 


wight 
Found Brunies, and Fairies, and the ſecond- 
e ſtare, ſight, 
uge old And people ſo kind. —Of their beſt he did ſhare, 
ou'd wonder to ſee how they hugg'd the 
a plan, great bear, 
ſt 25 1 hoſe carcaſe bevermin'd ſo lately we've ſeen, 


hough now chang'd is his furr, —ſince the 
State keeps him clean. 

et ſo beaffly his nature, though in a chintz- 
bed, 

All nicely accoutred, he ſays, he was laid; 

\nd to comfort him more, though he ſlept by 
a fire, 

Ire told he monſter, in fancy, ſtill wallow'd in mire. 

old; ¶ But the puddle he mentions before his bed-ſide, 

1 droll! Was a drain from himſelf, if he is not bely'd; 

oul For his landlord, a hearty old buck of a fellow, 

At ſupper, it ſeems, made the doctor ſo mellow, 
ney in- That his crazy old hulk, for the loading too 
weak, 


it their MM Diſburden'd itſelf, by \pringing | a leak. 


„ their 


Such 


rey 
And 


— - wh 


6 POS 


"5 i = EY 


— — 
— — — wy 
_ IN SE 
x |; 
+ 


— 
— —— 


— — ay 
— 


_— 2 1 
mit has 1 — m 3 wn 
2 — — . > — — — 
Sd - — — — 
— — 
— OT 


LID . — 
— 


—— CONS 
— — — 
F D rr 

2 17 

© 7 2 


— —— — 
4 - — * . 
— — ww 
_—_— . - 
— — — 
A —— — IDES: 77 as — — 
2 ˙———— — wmü— — 


— — — 


—— 


— — 5 
—— 
5 25 
2 —— et ge 
gets 2 


— 
—— 


— —— — — 


—— —AE4—— ery. > 


— — - 
ul — 8 2 
- n 2 — 
1 — . 


1 : 
00% Wt 


— 
— — 
an 
— — 


. — — 
_ 


— 


e 
——o 


— — 2 
4 
W 


. A K — 
- —— — 
* - - 
= —_ ”—_— — 
_= . — 
— — — —2 — — 
N — : 
6. — — 


44 ORIGINAL POEMS, 


One tree to rub on, or bramble-buſh-nigh; _ 


Such impudence, then, in relating the ſtory, 
Has greatly incenſed the chamber-maid Flory 
Who knows the whole truth, —having ſuch 


fad ſcrubbing, Th: 
And ſwears ſhe ſtill owes the old fibber a dru 
bing. But 


This purblind old bea, ſo careſs'd in th: 
north, 
Oft'promis'd to publiſh the Highlanders' worth; 
Ev'n Puritan Parſons to him were ſo civil, 
That it grieved his ſoul they muſt go to th 
Devil. 


But he wonder-ſtruck was, when he could not 
deſcry 


To 


In England, (he mutter'd,) good rubbing-poſts 
grow, 

For the uſe of the bullock, the hog, or the 
cow; 

But denuded this land, like the goddeſs of Truth, 

As an emblem of Virtue, ſcarce found in the 
South: 

Where, though trees we have plenty, ſuch vice: 
abound, 

That Tyburn, in time, muſt untimber the 
ground. 


How the Engliſh will ſtare, when I tell them 
my news, | 
That the Scots are polite, and never abuſe 8 
Their 
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Their neighbours with national ſland' ring diſ- 
courſe; 
Nor value a man by the weight of his purſe: 
That they never drown ſerious matters with 
laughter; 
But here ends the rhime of 
The Fife-woman's Daughter, 


in the 
— OY D DDD DDD. 
vil, 


To Miſs S——ge, ſent by a Young Gentle- 


man. 


(By the Same.) 


ALLAS, dear nymph, bids you be kind, 
Receive this matchleſs youth; 

For if you'll try, in him you'll find 

A friend to love and truth. 


Truth, To form and cultivate his mind, 


in the She took unuſual care; 
And to complete his bliſs, deſign'd 
h vices For him a matchleſs Fair. 


der the Prudence and Love to roam were ſent, 


Who do two paths purſue, 
Yet S——ge, we find them both intent 
them To fix their choice on you. 
ſe So like to his, is form'd your heart, 
Their Your ſentiments the ſame: 


That 
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That if by frowns you make him ſmart; 
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/ 
Yow'll feel an equal pain. 
This oracle receive from me, 6 P 
My words at leiſure ponder: 
A pair ſo join'd by Heaven's decree, a 
Let no man put aſunder. 
of 
IM 
Verſer by Miſs B-— ce, on hearing SOMERSET 
Hovuss was ordered to be taken down. « } 
S murmuring Thames came gliding by, « 1 
With trouble on his face, 
He heard his old friend Somerſet 
Was ſoon to quit his place. i 
4 


Alas! I find 'tis now too true, 
His garden's in diſorder; 
The lordly ſwans no longer glide 
With pleaſure round his border. 


© Old Somerſet, (he cries aloud,) 
© Oh tell me the true cauſe, 

© Why muſt you fall: What have you done, 
Thus to incur the laws?“ 


© The crime I ſtand dccus's of is, 
That I've a ſolid head; In 
, © A thing Fi 


thing 
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A thing ſo rare, that they're reſoly'd, 
LJo turn to gold my lead. 


© For heads in faſhion, now-a-days, 
© Are but of flimſy ſtuff, 

© Made up, I'm told, in various ways, 
© Of feathers, cork, and puff, 


© Of ſolid heads, there's but a few 
© Remain within this nation; 

In t nor p t they're found, 
Nor in a 3 


© No wonder, then, (reply'd old Thames, ) 
© 1 feel for thy diſgrace; 

© Perhaps, theſe witty ſparks likewiſe, 
May turn me out of place.” 


#4 6646-66-46 &. . r. i x x . 
An EPISTLE to a Young Gentleman. 
(By the Same.) | 
WE came you back to me, ah, cruel 


ſwain |! 
To kindle freſh my half-extinguiſh'd flame ? 
Reaſon had almoſt drove you from my mind, 
I wiſh'd not your return; nor blam d you, tho" 
unkind; 
In quiet peace I liv'd, for I was free 
From Love's falſe e and from om 


of thee: 
Your 


2 _ 
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. Your abſence, and neglect, were kinder far, 
Than all your vows and ſeeming friendſhip are. 
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Vho 


P ; I 
urſue no more a poor unhappy maid, 
Who loves, wou'd fain believe, and be betray'd 0 
Nor more indulge, that paſſion in her breaſt * 
You've rais'd a-new, unmindful of her reſt. * 
To fix you mine I form ten thouſand 
ſchemes, nook 
My Love approves of, but my Reaſon blames : 
I war with Love, with Reaſon, Virtue too, 
But, ah, thoſe conflicts are unknown to you! 
Be thou, my friend, dear youth, your ſuit 
give oer; 
Do, do forſake me, never ſee me more! 
Abſence may cure my cruel hapleſs love, 
*Tis wholeſome medicine; but hard to prove. 
High on a precipice I ſtand in fear ; fit 
Each way I turn, ſee nothing, but deſpair. Vh 
I dread your preſence, and your abſence mourn, Hf! 
I bid you go; yet long for your return. or 
Why do! love, go aſk the glorious Sun, * 
Why every day he round the world does run; 1 
Aſk tides, what do they mean, to ebb and flow? 
Aſk Damaſk roſes, why in June they grow ? 
They'll tell you, Fate, Fate, that does all things \ 
move, No 
Caus'd them to grow, and me to pine with Na. 
love. Th 
Adieu for ever, then, my deareſt Swain, | « 


"Tis fate, and not of thee, that I complain; 
Who 
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Who gave not charms enough your heart to 

n 

loving heart gave; but no coach and 
ſix: 

Once more adieu, and may you happy prove, 

and never feel, like me, the pangs of 
Love. 


Woch 0:20 Ce 20:20 20) 0000 0 ere 0:0, 0rd 


du! An EPISTLE e a FRIEND. 
(By the ſame.) 
"HILST you are frolicking 'mongſt plays 


ve. and balls, 
ſit retired, midſt gloom and empty walls, 
r. Vhere melancholy reigns; how bleſs'd were I, 
10urn t I from theſe, or from myſelf cou'd flie; 
or Diſcontent my fad mind holds ſo faſt, 
mourn the preſent, and regret the paſt. 
, ; low ſhort does gaiety make hours appear, 
4 : hile gloomy cares make each day ſeem -a 
27 your. 
things What is content, where is it to be found? 
Does it in courts, or cottages, abound? - 
with an riches purchaſe it, or grandeur bring 
This ever-wiſh'd-for valuable thing? 
n, h, no! 'tis only from ourſelves alone, 
in; 5 hat true contentment ever can be known, 


Who | H — SM 
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*Tis bearing patiently with Fortune's frown, 
With Reſolution keeping Paſſions down. 
Let no reſentment harbour in our breaſt, 
Revengeful minds can ſeldom be at reſt. 
Nor promiſe to ourſelves much worldly joy, 
Then diſappointments never can annoy. 
Take virtue for our guide in every. ſtate, 
Then we may laugh at all the ills of fate. 
Be humbly doing good, by this we'll know, 
«© That to be good, is happineſs below.” 

It brings contentment and immortal joy, 
Which malice cannot reach, nor want deſtroy 
Oh think, how ſwiftly mortal life does flie; 
And nothing certain, but that all muſt die! 


Thoſe precepts I've laid down, and feel witi 
pain, 
*Tis eaſier to preach than practiſe them. 


An INVOCATION # the MUSE» 


(By the Same.) Oft 
H hear me, all ye Powers above; 
And you the Nine indulgent prove, LY 


Aſſiſt me with poetic rays 
To ſing my woes in humble lays. 


The Muſes all refuſe their aid ! Wh 


What have I done? Oh wretched maid # 
That 
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That all the Nine thus from me flie, 
Contemns my vow, and ſcorns my ſigh. 


With anguiſh tore, to them I went, 

As to my friends, there found content. 
When they vouchſafed to hear my prayers, 
They gave me verſe to ſooth my cares. 


Grant me your ſmiles but once again, 
To ſweeten life, and baniſh pain; 


Now that I'm vex'd with anxious grief; 
Oh, from Parnaſſus, fend relief. 


The VISION. 


(By the ſame.) 


RUE happineſs, and peace of mind, 
TT I long at diſtance view'd; 
gut where I thought I wou'd thee find, 
Each place I ſought, when, quick as wind, 
S ES Thou fled'ſt when I purſued. 


Oft times at balls and publick ſhows, 
e; In hopes to find thee there; 
ve, I wander'd amongſt bells and beaux 
Where folly reigns, and ſplendid woes: 
No ſolid joys they ſhare. 


When ja the world, that's ſtiPd the gay, 


I found my ſearch was vain; 
H 2 Der 
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For happineſs I then did ſtray, 
To ſolitude, there ſigh'd each day; 
And ſadly did complain. 


Mongſt ſhady groves, and purling ſtreams, 
| T hee there I thought to find; 
Where I conſum'd, in airy dreams 
My days, nor here Content e'er beams, 
Nor ſolid peace of mind. 


One evening as 1 muſing lay, 

Upon a bank reelin'd: 
To me a form, more bright than day, 
Appear d; her Looks ſerene, not gay, 

Light rays around her ſhin'd. 


A pleaſing ſmile ſat on her face, 

As ſhe advanced near. 
Amaz'd I ſtood at ſo much grace; Thi 
While in her eyes ſat ſmiling Peace, 
Which baniſh'd all my fear. 1 


« Ah, fooliſh mortal!” thus the ſaid, 

e Who happineſs ill courts; 
4 In vain you'll hope, without my aid 2) 
“ To find Her: only I can guide, 

« Where true Content reſorts.” 


« Celeſtial maid, Oh, what art thou 
| « That s ſo divinely fair!“ 
I cry'd, while raviſh'd with the view, 
i Ab, fain would 1 thy paths purſue; 
4 Cou'd I know how, or where! 


My 


| and SONGS. + 'M 
« My name's Religion, ſhe reply'd! | 
© If thou my precepts keep; 
« Your wants ſhall ever be ſupply'd, | 
« And all your anxious cares deſtroyd, 


&« Securely may you ſleep. 


« Make me your guide, and peace ſhall wait 
On thee, wher&er you go: 

cc if ſtedfaſt thou, *tis not in fate 

« Either in high or low eſtate, 


To cauſe ſubſlahtial woe. 


« *Tis not the gloomy or moroſe, . 
In whom I take delight; 
« Contentment and ſerene Repoſe, 
« A chearful look n_— guiſh thoſe, 
ho follow me right.“ * 


Thus ſaid, ſhe mounted to the ſkies, 
Tranſported then [ ety'd, 
« Teach me to gain the heavenly prize, 
« And make me this vain world deſpiſe: 
Religion be my guide? * 


eee | 


An EPISTLE from the Country in In il. 


(By the ſame.) 
O you, my friend, I will my ſorrow tell, 
How in ſad gloom and diſmalneſs I 


dwell, 
Remote 
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Remote from town, here muſt I ſpend my days, 
To ſing in ſolitude my mournful lays. 


Here are no plays, aſſemblies, as in town 

No well-dreſs'd beaux or belles, no drawing- 
room; 

No gentle ſwain to tell me pretty lies, 

And whiſper ſoftly 1 in my ear, . He dies.” 

Then ſwear I've wit; and praiſes every feature, 

Knows well *tis falſe, but that's to me no matter: 

Flatt'ry from them muſt pleaſe us nymphs 
who know, 

How ſweet it ſounds out of an empty beau. 


All J have left in place of thoſe dear ſcenes, 
Is ſnowy hills, bleak winds, and frozen ſtreams; 
For Winter reigns triumphant o'er the plain; 
His tyrant rage we but reſiſt in vain. 

As Boreus, his chief miniſter of ſtate, 

Has fix'd his ſtandard by our manſion gate: 

The devaſtation his ſhort reign has made, 

Each barren Oak does ſhow, and leafleſs ſhade. 

No ſhady groves nor purling ſtreams we boaſt, 

Our groves are ſtript, in ice our ſtreams are 
loſt. 

No more the rural ſongſters chear the day; 

But pine to ſee all nature in decay. 

Our ſheep, forlorn, wander o'er the plain, : 

And bleating mourn for verdant fields in vain, 


ow 
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An EPIS TL E from the Country in the SPRING. 
(By the Same.) 


A, now the tyrant rage of Winter's gone! 
And gentle Spring the ſcepter ſways 
alone. 

The fields and banks with primroſes are ſpread, 
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ure 

Ea How ſweetly fragrant ſmells the violet bed! 
oh The lark, the thruſh, and linnet, ſweetly thrill | 
Pas | f c 
Soft notes, now anſwered by the purling ö 
rill. 8 
How pleas'd the lambkins ſkip along the plain, : 
nes, Uncapable of Care, and void of Pain. a 
ms: 8 1 
n; Oh peaceful Solitude! Ah bleſs'd retreat! F 
Far from the noiſe and follies of the great: ; 
Where Leiſure dwells, and dictates all my lays, 1 
With her, well pleas'd, I ſpend my youthful 4 
days. 1 
ade. In quiet ſhades, content with rural ſports; 1 
aſt, And innocence, which yields more joy than g 
are courts. | 
Here, free from hopes, and fears, at humble ; 
. eaſe A 
N Unheard of may I live, and die, in peace. I 
"= 


1 


ws. 


A SONG. 


36 ORIGINAL POEMS, 


As ON &. 
[To it's own proper Tune. 
(By the ſame.) . 
I. 


F ever, O Hymen, I add to thy tribe, 

Let ſuch be my partner the Muſe ſhall de- 
e {cr 
Not in party, or ſtature, too high nor too low; 
Not the leaſt of the clown, nor too much of the 
N beau. 
No fribble, who's taſte in my dreſs muſt be 
© thewn; 
Nor coxcomb, too flaviſhly fond of his own; 
No pedant in ſenſe, nor conceited young ſmart: 
For wiſdom and conduct, muſt conquer my 

heart, 


II. 
Be raanly his preſence, i ingaging his Air; 

His temper ſtill yielding, and mind as ſincere. 
No dupe to his paſſions, gainſt reaſon to move, 
But kind to the ſweeteſt, the paſſion of Love. 
Let honour, commendable pride of the ſex, 
His actions direct, and his principles fix: 
Then groundleſs ſuſpicions he'll never ſurmiſe, 
Nor with jealouſy read ev'ry glance of my eyes. 


II. 
When ſuch a bleſs'd youth ſhall approve my 


ſmall charms, 
And no thoughts of intereſt his boſom alarms; 
In 
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In wedlock I'll join with a mutual deſire, 

And prudence ſhall cheriſh the wavering fire. 

Thus life will glide on unperceiv'd in decay, 

Each night ſhall be bleſsful, and happy each 
day. © i 

Such 5 partner, grant Heaven! with my pray- 
ers comply; 

de- Nor a maid let me live, and a maid let me die. 


W; 
the N Y DDD OMD. 
t be An ACROSTICK. 


(By the Same.) 
Won you behold the wonder of our 


age, 
A beauteous youth, as prudent as a Sage; 
Lovely his face and actions ever ſhone, 
To all conſpicuous but himſelf alone: 
Elate his mind, in every ſtate he bears, 
Reaſon triumphing over all his cares. 


ö Cautious is he, ſtill dreading to offend; 
A ſafe companion, and a faithful friend 
uſe, Delights the hearts of all who him beholds ; 
yes. Diſtinct his tongue his well - fram'd thoughts 
unfolds. 


my Eager his mind till after knowledge flies, 
Learning his aim, all flatt'ry he denies, 
ns; Let s Vulgar fouls ſuch trifling pleaſures prize. 


In I A Repro 
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A Repro to a Young Man. hat 
OE. | * 


(By the Same.) 


FHY do you ths. miſtaken. youth | 

Forego my friendſhip, and thy Truth, 
By flattery moſt unkind! 

Is this to ſooth our fooliſh pride, | 

And from ourſelves our faults to hide; 

. The office of a friend? 


Thoks li lies in faſhion I deſpiſe; 
Plain honeſt truth is what 1 prize, 
And hold in high eſteem; 
You'd. beſt, my friend, the. mode forbear, 
Dare t to be honeſt and ſincere, 
And . what vox, ſeen 


ure 
Vher 


n Vi! 
And! 


ot n 
but o 
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Perſes inſeribed, to, 4 dar 8 who lou. 
drinking too well, 


(By the ſame.) 


Bumper, yes, may for a while 
Lull your dull cares, make Chagrin ſmile, 
And drive Remorle away: 
But night being 1 ent, Sleep calls again 
Tau baniſh'd ſenſe; then double pain 
Comes with th' approaching day 
What 


,s Nds. > ogub 


hat men but fools wou'd, for a toy, 
Dr a poor momentary joy, 

Give up whole years of bliſs? 
ure true Content ne'er yet was found, 
Vhere wild debauch and drink go rofindj 
Oh young man think of this! 


uth | 
Fruth, 
inkind! 
| n Virtue ſole lies true Content; 

And Peace dwells with the innocent, 

She follows where they go: 
fot much ſhe's found amongſt he great; 
But oftimes flies from pomp and ſtate, 

To mingle with the low. 


K . K . K. r.. N. &. K K . K 
4 SCOTCH Zpiſth, 
(By the ſame.) 
T'other day receiv'd your letter, 
Many things, Sir, have pleas'd me better; 
20 lov And this 1 paid, as being your debtor; _ : 
Tho! troth I fear 


You'll laugh, and ſay, It does not ſet her: | 
. - Sae gre a ſneer. 


riend? 


A Rhymſter, ha! what miekle de'il 

ay: ade her forſake her ſpinning-wheel? 

92 Wi think, in faith, *twou'd look as well, 

| — Light-headed jade, 


dar Lo fit and mo than rhyme and reel, 
Sia As ſhe were mad. 


ſmile 
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But fince a Poet you're become, 

I thought it pity to be dumb, 

Tho” *twere more > prudent to ſay Mum, 
Nor make a clatter; 

But, Mr. Doctor, mind my tongue 1 


Was made to chatter. 


Then ſince it's ſae, pray gre me leave, 
To tell how ill you did behave; ; | 
To pafs by me, and gar me grieve, 
And greet my fill : 
I cou'd nae thought it ; as I live, 
Tve tint my {kill, 


For you I had prepar'd bra' chear, 
Twa good fat hens, and reeming beer; 
A ſheep, the beſt we had the year, 
Was kill'd I tru? : 
And their was routh of good things here; 
And a' for you, 


Now that ye ha'e beguil'd me fae, 
A truſt in man nae maire Pll ha'e, 
For you ha'e bred me miekle wae, 
You filthy gooſe: 
And never maire to you Ill ſay, 
While my name's B-—ce, 


AF) 


VERSES As 


Perſes addreſſed to a H dung Gentleman, who would 
be a POET. 


ter; (By the ſame.) 


N garret high there lives a ſwain, 
Who ſeems to have a genius rare, 
For poetry and painting fine; 
But it is neither here nor there. 


High as his dwelling ſoars his ſtrains, 
When he eſſays to pleaſe the fair: 
Oh, how he ſings of groves and plains! 

But they are neither here nor there. 


Of Fancy's face, and Cupid's darts 
He talks ſo fine, *twou'd make you ſtare; 
Of abſent Loves and wounded hearts, 
But that is neither here nor there. 


Go on, brave youth, to uſe your quill ; 
Be ſure make ſound, not ſenſe, your care, 
That is what ſhews the Poet's ſkill; 


For wit 1s neither here nor there. 


A ſerious Advice to the ſame POET, 


(By the ſame.) 


NF all trades I know, 
From high down to low, 
ES IA garreteer Poet's the worſt; 


oſe: 


ce. 
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Tho? to pleaſe they take pains, 
And rack their poor brains; 
| Yet they're ever with poverty curſt. 


And 


Tho' your verſes are fine, 
Let you can't on them dine, 
If this is not fo, you may try: 
You've wit, it is true, 
Which I can't but allow; 
Yet I fear not enough to live by. 


Of 


To your trade take again, 
And lay by your pen, 
For believe me ſound goſpel I preach now: 
There is more ſolid ſenſe 1 
In making of pence; 3 
Thanin all that the Muſes can teach You. | 


KANO FEELS AK 


* 


On a poor "IG 


To 


(By the ſame.) 
NE day a young bard, 
At a diſtance I heard, 
Blow a pipe that wou'd charm 2 n ſots; 
He warbl'd ſo fine, 


With a ſound ſo divine, J To 
That I thought them Mpblio? s own notes. . 


The Muſes, in truth, e | | 8 
Was fond of this Youth, "7 a 
| And 


And Apollo has favour'd him ſo: 
Muſic, Poetry, and Painting 
In him are not wanting; 
Thoſe gifts which they have to beſtow. 


The three Graces too 
Have beſtow'd him his due 
Of their ſmiles, while him Pallas protected; 
But Plato that devil, 
To him was uncivil, 
Which made all thoſe gifts be neglected. 


If Fortune wou'd ſmile 
Upon him a while, 
He'd forget that he 'e're was a tar' 
Tho' his wit now is hid, 
Like a diamond in mud, 
Rub it up, it ſhines bright like a ſtar. 


5 


To a Lady upon ber Son turning Poet after a Fit 
of Sickneſs, 


(By the ſame.) 


Yvon wonder to. find 

Your ſon ſo inclin'd, 

To the height of Parnaſſus to ſoar; - 
And from grave airs, ſo ſoon, 
To fly up to the Moon, 

Having ne'er had ſuch whimſies beſore. 


But 
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But the Doctor, with art, 

Has ſo acted his part, 
As deſerveth ſome praiſe for his merit; 
He with phyſick alone, 

Took the fleſh from the bone: 
Which incumber'd this youth's noble ſpirit. 


Tho' now he's ſo light, 
Yet I fear, from his flight, 
He may fall by his ſoaring ſo high; 
But fix them who can, 
Either woman or man: 


Once taught by the Muſes to fly, 


A Poet for wealth 
Never troubles himſelf; 

But leaves to the Fates their employ; 
More pleaſure he'll find, 


From his fanciful mind, 


Than the great from their riches enjoy. 


S O N G. 
(By the ſame.) 
INVOCATION. 


ODESS of Dulneſs, I implore 
| For once your aid, I aſk no more: 
Now to rehearſe your votaries praiſe, To 
And ſing their deeds in dulleſt Jays Tho' 
Which 
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Which may be own'd by every tongue 
The dulleſt ſong that e' er was ſung. 


685 
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HAT means the dullneſs of this place? 
That even, when here, affeCts his Grace: 
The youth, when joy is their intent, 

Even dullneſs is their merriment. 

And tho' they'll ſkip and dance a while, 

They leave their nymphs without a ſmile : 

The laſs goes home without her lad, 

And after ball no ſerenade; 

But to dull liquor down they fit, 

Vhich does in them inſpire no wit. 

\t morning riſe, with eyes half out; 

And dully walk the ſtreets about: 

for this diſtreſs, Ah, no relief! 

So dull's the dullneſs of Dull Keith. 


irit. 
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The Life and Converſion of a I oung Gentleman. 
(By the ſame.) 


HIS young man inclin'd to the ways of 
Old Nick; 
ore He wou'd drink and wou'd ſwear, he cou'd gam- 
more: ble and trick: 
e, To honour and honeſty was a mere ſtranger, 
$3 Tho' a ſoldier by trade, yet he trembP'd at 


danger 
K This 


% 
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This way he went on, till one day a good man 
He chanc'd to hear preach, which quite alter'd 
ais plan: 
He thunder'd damnation ſo loud in his ears; 
And Hell's torments for oy which — all 
his fears. 
In ſin he delighted; but Oh, that date Hel! 
Did him ſo afright, how to ſcape cou'd not tell, 
Neceſſity makes him at laſt ſtir his fins, 
Io the parſon he goes, and confeſſes his ſins : 
But while he thus grunted, took care not to tell, 
He'd no love to his God; but was fearful of 
Hell. Wit 
The good man believing his penitence true, 
Did, for his comfort, bring proofs not a few. 


As the prodigal ſon, and many one more, Aa? 
Who to favour return'd, and their fins did de- 
plore. + 
Then ſays the good prieſt, if your faith be 
ſincere, Or 


You have nothing to do, and nothing to fear : 
For by Faith, not by e we're entitl'd to 
grace; | 

Believe in the Lord, and your mind be at peace. 

This doctrine goes down with his pallat moft 

| fine, 

He neglects all his friends, and miſpendeth his 
time. 

Aſſur'd, by grace, he muſt have a call, 

Having no inclination to working at all. 

So he flirts all the day, with a fooliſh young laſs, 

Who has not the judgement to know he's an aſs 

They 


Th 


No 


Th 


7 


They are both true believers, you may take my 
word; | 
What they do, it is done in the fear of the Lord. 


BEES I 


(By the Same.) 


THE Doctrine of Grace, 
When no work's in the caſe, 
With Lady Gs family goes down: 
They walk and they play, 
And idle all day, 
As they are the firſt ſaints in the town. 

Being ſelfiſh and proud, N 
They afraid of a crowd, F 
Or that light in their paths ſhould be given. 

Tis their earneſt defire, = 

To appropriate entire, 

The guide who leads this.way to heaven. 


The prize having galtrd, 
Their joy is unfeign'd, 
Not with Chriſtian charity preſt: 
For if Saint Stewart and they, 
To heaven find the way, 
The Devil may take all the reſt. 


K 2 An 
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An EPIGRAM. 


(By the ſame.) 


H O' Faith's the root, 
Yet work's the fruit, 


Of a regenerate tree. 
From 1dle cants, - 


And flirting ſaints; 
Good Lord, deliver me. 


I nA = HENS 
A REBUSE. 
(By the Same.) 


HAT one Sharp did of old, as in hi- 
ſt'ry you'll find; 

And to whom in great houſes all truſt is reſign'd: 

Is a gentleman's name, who to pleaſe does not 
care, 


As he values tobacco much more than the fair. 


Another. 
Two names in Great Britain, all Whigs do ap- 
prove, 
A beaſt none excels, and what woman does 


love, 
Is the name of a man, ſaid to be made for 
ſhow, 


As he's perfectly handſome, and much of a beau. 
| Another- 


Wh 


The 
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Another. 


What on ſtages, in dee gives the vulgar 
delight, 

The Fairies array, and * they gamble by 
night: 

Is a gentleman's name, who I really admire 

For his genuine wit, and poetical fire. 


(By the ſame.) 


T HE buſy clamorous city's ſunk in reſt, 
'The midnight moon in ſilver luſtre dreſt. 
In viſions, virgins claſp their ſouls' deſire, 

And faithful Hymen melts in Cupid's fire. 
Even ſnoaring bondage now forgets his woes, 
Sunk in th' oblivion of ſerene repoſe. 

Me flumber flies, to heart-felt pains a prey: 

My Love, my much-lov'd huſband is away. 

Is this the Faith? are theſe the nights you vow'd? 
When humbly ſuppliant at my feet you bow'd. 


in hi- 


ign'd: 


es not 


fair. 


do ap- 


Upon the table lies your portrait face; 
Wpat pleaſing innocence! what artleſs grace! 
de for Ah me, too faithful mingl'd light and ſhade ! 

Which grace thoſe ſmiles, my virgin heart be- 
beau. tray'd. 
The 


not ber 7 


does 
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The friendly picture ſeems to ſhare my woes, Hor 


Weeps with my tears, and with my warmth lou 
glows: | ot £ 
But ſtill the lov'd original's not here, No cc 


He feels no ardour, and he drops no tear. 
Oh! wherefore wer't thou made to win my Far fi 
Jn 
Fate, cruel Fate, why were we doom'd to part! 
Wou'dſt thou had been ſome humble ſhepherd 
ſwain; | 
And I, obſcure, had trode the ruſſet plain. 
For gems and filken robes I care no more; 
No arts I practiſe as I did before: 

Why ſhou'd I dreſs, or practiſe arts like theſe ? 
The man is abſent whom I ſought to pleaſe. 
Three tedious years thy abſence I have wept ; 
There tedious years a lonely widow ſlept. 
Are bloody plains to thee become ſo dear? 
Does war, than mine, a ſmother viſage wear? 
Oh faith! Oh virtue ! whether art thou flown? 
And is my huſband then indifferent grown? 
Him long e'er now I ſurely might have ſeen, 
Had he unalter'd in his paſſion been. 

Each winter, ſoon as their campaign is o'er, 
More faithful huſbands croud their native ſhore: 
Perhaps unknown events do you detain; 
Perhaps your abſence gives you equal pain : 
So much, nay more, your frequent letters ſay, 
Far hence, you jaundic'd jealouſies away. co 

But if thou can'ſt not come, I'll flee to 
thee : | 

Mock every hurricane, and brave each ſea; 


For 
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or what are ſtormy ſeas, or ani 
\ louder ſtorm rattles in my mind. 
Not Scythia's ſnows ſhou'd dauntleſs me retard, 
No cold, but in thy boſom I regard. 
Near ſuns in vain infectious deaths beſtow, 
1 my ar fiercer flames within my boſom glow. 


rmth 


To calm my thoughts, and lonely time con- 
zherd ſume; | 
| o flie diſpair, I ofttimes try the loom: 
Reſponſive to my will the colours riſe, _ 
Have mimick mountains and arch azure ſkies, 
With tints diverſified, the meadows glow, 
heſe ? Sheep ſeem to bleat, and water ſeems to flow; 
he hills with woods, with corn the vales ars 
crown'd: 
But what were landſcapes, where my Love s not, 
found. 2 
In well-accorded ſtrife the tints unite, 
Oh how my warriour ſwells upon my ſight! 
ou trembling ſeem to tell your amorous woe, 
Detain'd with pleaſure, yet I ſtrive to 80. 


f But chief, Itwine the bower with artful care, 
here firſt I laughing bade you not diſpair: 
Lou kneeling kiſs'd my hand, I bid you riſe; 

Faſt heav'd my breaſt, and tranſport 12 your 

eyes. 


Come by the baten where firſt you ſaid a 
loy'd; 
And where I bluſhing, firſt your flame approv'd; 


* * % OF 
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By all the proofs of Love you gave before; 
By all the oaths of conſtancy you lwore z 

No more your fly pretences Pll receive, 

You write, you weep in vain, I can't believe. 
O flie to me! O leave the bloody plain! 
And dedicate your arms to Mars's Fame. 
May theſe my laſt requeſts effectual prove; 
Know I can ceaſe to live, tho' not to love. 


F 
(By the ſame.) 
12 was nature's maſter-piece begun, 
And Genius * even own'd him for her 
ſon: i 
She gave him wings up nature's heights to ſoar, 
And ſcience utmoſt bound'ries to explore, 


His youthful heart exults to try his might, 
Being thus equipt, what cou'd retard his flight 


Ah, wretched Poverty did him purſue! 
He cropt his wings, and ſtopt him as he flew, 
Which Envy ſaw, nor idle did remain; 
But fliely paſt, and link'd them in a chain. 
The Graces fled him, ſoon as c'er they found, 
That he to poverty ſo cloſe was bound. 

While paecfac'd Sickyeſs firmer binds his chain, 
Pride ſhews tis mean, unmanly to complain. 
| ; Genius 
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Genius ſits weeping for her darling ſon; 
By Envy, Sickneſs, Poverty, undone: 
And laughing Folly cries, Ha, do you fee! 
That Genius is bound while I am free. 


4 * 


73 


eve. Diſpair the anchor Hope muſt ſplit in twain, 
While death awaits to cloſe the mournful ſcene. 
+ chen god-like George, a friend to Genius, 


came 
o look for merit, and reward the ſame: 
Lo, here, eſpying Genius' wretched ſon, 
Aſtoniſh'd, cry'd, Ye Fates] what have ye done? 
Soon as he cou'd the myſtery unfold, 
He broke his chains with inſtruments of gold. 
ere Folly leſs triumphant in our age, 
Each voice wou'd join to ſing their Monarch's 
praiſe : 
begun, ain wou'd I celebrate great George's name; 
or her {Wut find my lays unequal to the theme. 


0 ſoar, 

„ Pee 
it, 9 

flight ! VERSE 8. 

4 y the ſame.) 

ie flew, N 

H, that the Almighty from eternal 
SDS thought! | 

found, When he the edict of each ſpecies drew; 


Vhen every individual he wrought, 
s chain Had form'd me for a ſolitary Yew, 


plain. L | = An 


* — 0 . 
Geniu 1 l 
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An Oak, a Beech, a Cypreſs, or a Roſe; 
Which unmoleſted grow on yonder plain; 
Or any thing inſenſible like thoſe, 
Incapable of pleaſure or of pain. 
Or, if theſe have a feeling in that ſtate, 


When gentle winds deſcending from above; 


d felt a ſecret pleaſure in my Fate, 
Made my leaves dance, and known ſera- 


phic Love. 


2 > 


A Genuine Account of Capt. R.— G.— Be, in 


the Days of his Youth, in an Epiſtle to a Young 


Gentleman. 


(By the Same.) 


In worth few equals, but in ſhooting 


| | NE Eden fide there is a hero known, 


none. 


Each day he ſtalks ſuperior o'er the field, 


In war he triumphs, and makes thouſands yield. 


At fight of him poor puſs her ſeat foregoes, 

And runs for ſhelter to the woods and boughs: 

But all in vain, alas! too late ſhe flies! 

The piece unload, juſt as ſhe runs ſhe dies. 

The well-taught dog ftill near his maſter keeps, 

Falls flat as earth, where the poor r 
lleeps: 


| k | Jack's 
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Jack's fame is known, none dare his ſtaunch- 
neſs doubt. 

Our Hero's gun ſucceeds his faithful ſnout, 

He homeward comes, bis ſhoulders load with 
ſpoil; 

Pleas'd with his ſucceſs, tho' o'ercome with 
toll, 

His appetite is keen, no pallat nice; 

His food is plain, health ſerves inſtead of ſpice, 

Without ragouts he can contented dine; 

Drink of the brook, nor wiſh for ſparkling wine, 

Quite innocent he lives, and void of care, 

When, after meat, ſtraight to the elbow chair 

He goes, and there ſupinely lays him down, 

Ambition knows - not yet, nor envys he a 
crown: 

Loud, loud he ſnores, his mouth extended wide, 

With faithful Jack ſtill lying by his fide. 

Juſt ſo he was one night, when in ſurpriſe, 

They call “ A letter, Sir!” He rubs his eyes; 

Up breaks the ſeal : when done, What's this?” 

ſaid he, 

The people's mad, it cannot be to me. 

He reads, and reads again, but to no end, 

For ſtill he cou'd not think where it cou'd 
tend; 

At laſt he cries, © Ah me ! *tis wonderous fine, 

* Such high flown phraſes gingl'd into rhyme, 

te But who's that Ajax, and that Lethe's ſtream? 

For till this hour I never heard their name. 

* The Devil rais'd too, Oh what doleful ftrife ! 

L 2 dure 
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& Sure no ſuch Ills diſturb our peaceful life. 
No conjuring Whig, noCrab-tree needed here; 
« My gun is ſafe, and there 1s nought to fear: 
© In innocence we live, ſecure from evil; 
«Virtue has nought to fear, man, ghoſt, or 


«© Devil.” 


Thus ſpoke our Hero, while the admiring 
throng 
Suck'd in his words with pleaſure from his 
tongue; 
When he'd receiv'd the praiſe that was his due, 
He thank'd them round, with an engaging bow. 
Again, he laid himſelf to ſoft repoſe, 
Now dreams of feather'd ſpires, and Cupid's 
„ 1 
Such thoughts as theſe he ne'er before had 
known, 
Nor ſhou'd not yet, but for that magic Poem. 


But, Amphion like, he now ſoft muſick tries, 
Starts at a ſhade, the rural ſport he flies. 
With amorous ſighs for ſome ſcarce-known fair, 
He rends the ſkies, with groans he fills the air. 
I fear, e're long, he will a journey take, 

In ſearch of water from that Lethe's lake; 
Such ſtrange chimeras now infect his mind, 
His former glory's vaniſh'd into wind: 

His gun laid up, and his poor Jack forſaken, 
So much he's chang'd, not for himſelf he's taken. 


In antient days we read that Orpheus lyre 
Cou'd things inanimate with life inſpire :. 
But 


1, 
ken. 


yre 


But 
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But numbers now have the ſame power to 
charm, 

Since thoſe ſoft lines cou'd our fam'd chiet 
diſarm. 

And that *tis ſo, I here will plainly ſhew it, 

He's now Muſician, Lover, and a Poet. 


F 


Addreſſed to Lord B———n, when be wrote a 
Character of himſelf in the Neavs-papers, by 
May of a Letter, when he wanted to be made 
One of the Sixteen Peers for SCOTLAND» 


(By the ſame.) 


OUR Lordſhip's letter we have read, 
And ſure on it much might be ſaid; 
For there your merit ſhines ſo clear, 

That, without doubt, you muſt be Peer. 
Tho”, now a days, tis no ſurpriſe 

Such wond'rous merit looſe the prize: 

And more than that, ſome ſeem to doubt it, 
As they before ne'er heard about it. 

And vulgar ſouls in lower ſtation, 

Do think ſelf-praiſe no commendation; 

Bu: men of rank and birth can view 
Things different from the vulgar crew. 


5 
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ee I. 


(By the ſame.) 


TO Mr. M—n, Miſs 'B—e preſents 
Her wiſhes beſt, and compliments; 


Hopes he agrees with country air, 
And with the widow's Sunday's fare. 


Tis ſtrange to find how great a ſpace 
The little M—n makes in this place, 
No wonder fince not one remains, 
That has a head ſo ſtuff d with brains: 
His wit o'erflows, which is the reaſon, 
 S$——— thinks 'tis ſometimes out of ſeaſon, 
Makes Doctors look like formal aſſes: 
When chalk for cheeſe on them he paſſes, 


Poor C—s your abſence does bemoan, 
Thinks London nought fince he is gone; 
He feels his griefs are waxing ſtronger, 
And ſwears in town hell ſtay no longer. 
'To Bath he goes, in hopes to find 
The waters there, as Lethe's kind, 

Make him forget all human cares, 


His abſent friends, and abſent fairs. 


CCC ICICI ACA ACCC --- ACA AL 
Mr. M——n Arnfwer to Miſs B—e Card. 
Ve pray'd and threaten'd, yet tis all in vain; 


4. Nor gods nor goddefles relieve my pain: 0 
i | For 
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or other folk, there's none but will indite; 
et ſpight of all, I now reſolve to write. 


o kind Miſs B———e, I do return 

incereſt thanks :—yet mult I learn, 

s mental trials to eſteem, 

Howe'er delightful it may ſeem,) 

The Fair One's praiſe. 
ure, thus, when you fo ſweetly paint 

ly very tender Friend's complaint, 

ou only mean to try my pride; 

Dr if on Flatt'ry's wing Fd ride, + 

To catch—a blaze. 


Ls 


ith brains my head is cramm'd quite full, 
o harſh, ſo ſtupid, and ſo dull, 

lows ev'ry line I can invent; 

Dn wit, I was not leſs intent 

| In all my days: 

Vith ſkillful finger ſtrike your harp, 

huſe this note flat, or that a ſharp: 

he ſounds come-forth juſt as you pleaſe, 

s men you rule with ſelf-ſame eaſe, 


Thro? all our ways. 


ſon, 


8. 


o glad all hearts, or one transfix, 

f, where men meet, you deign to mix, 
be lively joke flies harmleſs round; 

n ev'ry man ſome wit is found, 

ard. Each hopes your praiſe : 
put leave them, and they're dull again, 
zuch I am,—yet, PH not complain: 5 
5 
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Tl be, tho' not well-pleas'd, reſign'd; 
You gave me wit, again be kind, 
My wit to raiſe. 

By ſtupid rhimes I've plainly ſhewn, 
The wit I had I cannot own; 
Some wit I have, Oh, hear it ſung! 
I've wit enough to hold my tongue, 

Whene'er you pleaſe, 


The little M n, 
(Tis all he 2) 
To witty Miſs B—— e ſends, 
Yi wiſhes beſt, 
That the be bleſt, 
With health, long life, and friends, 


An TELISTICE 
(By Miſs B—ce.) 


EAR Sir, when I receiv'd your letter, 
Sure nothing ever pleas'd me better; 
PI try to write a little matter: 
But never can 
Hope to repay, I'm ſuch a debtor, 


To Mr. M——1n. 


That I've ſome wit, is ſurely true, 
Which even Critics mult allow, 


Since 
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Since J obtain ſuch praiſe from you, 
In verſe and proſe; 
Which, well I know, is not my due; 


Yet down it goes. 


e. 


As ſmooth as did your little fiſhes, 
That overſpread ſo many diſhes; 
eaſe, Which fill'd the people to their wiſhes: 
WMWe pray that peace, 
And miracles of Loaves and Fiſhes, 


May never ceaſe. 


More wit you have than I defire; 
This ſets all tender hearts on fire, 
Makes oldiſh women try the lyre, 
| That lay unſt rung: 
And fancy men ſhou'd them admire, 


As they were young. 


But of ſuch tricks I pray take care, 
At Thunderage and town of Ware; 
They think you a young parſon rare, 
And full of teaching: 
Yowll captivate each pious Fair, 
By force of preaching. 


an In rhyme I ne'er ſhall write again; 
And yet to quit it gives me pain: 
n. But wiſe men think it's poor and vain, 


7 And not for uſe : 
So I your faithful friend remain, 


Since DO POST. 
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P. S. If you who've ſtudied at the ſchools, 
And learn'd to know the Logick rules; 
Can prove that wiſe men are but fools: 
PI ſing my ſongs, 
And write you rhyme, when they play pools 
t Mr; 1. 


Verſes Extempore, to a Poet. 
(By the ſame.) 


EN Nature form'd thee for a wit, 
It was on this condition; 
That common ſenſe ſhou'd not be put 
Into your compoſition. 


Cry'd Fortune, frowning at thy birth, 
Let wit be all his ſtore: 

I pray you therefore ſpare your mirth, 
Since heav'n beſtow'd no more. 


Let ſons of rhyme then ceaſe their ſpite, 
Nor dare that man to teaſe; 

Whom Fortune's privileg'd to write: 
Ev'n nonſenſe ſhou'd he pleaſe. 


With poetry and flimſy fluff; 


Attempt not to perplex him : 
Quacks, and Phyſicians, there's enough, 


Without a wit to vex him. 
That 


E 
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That there's a Quact in Iſle of Wight, 
Who's of no vulgar ſtation ; 

ngs Even I, who have no ſecond-ſight, 

88 


Can prove to demonſtration. 


777. oo 


An Epiſtle written Extempore, on receiving a Let- 
ter from the Honourable Mrs. G. 
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(By the ſame.) 


OW ſhall I thank thee, noble Dame? 
Who the glad tidings does proclaim. 

The real pleaſure that I feel, 

Is not in language to reveal: 

I laugh and ſing, and write by fits; 

I fear with joy I've loſt my wits. 


————_— . IE 5: 


The Doctor crys, © What is the matter? 
« You fooliſh poor diſtracted creature;” 
No wonder I am in a pother, 
; Juſtice and Law has join'd together: 
In honour to our Scottiſh Laws, 
The noble Baron's win his cauſe. 
« Ah me,” he cries! and up he prances; 
And round about the room he dances. 
So pleas'd he is, with the relation; 
He'll ſend you a congratulation: 
Will make up for my verſes lame, 
That In phraſe more ſuited for the theme, 
M 2 And 
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And tho' my rhyme's not worth a ſous; 
I'm ever yours, | | 
Ea Be. 


eee 


Horace, Book I, ODE IV. 
(By the Rev. Mr. R-—t W——:r.) 


LE AK Winter's gone, Favonian gales 
Breathe fragrant o'er the ſpicy vales. 


Swains, herds, and flocks. traverſe the plain 
Flowers deck the meads, flocks crowd the main. Who 


Beneath chaſte Poebe's midnight ray, Triff 
Bright Venus' train now dance and play. And 
The latent ſeeds of forked flame | Judg 
Float thro' the air's expanded frame. Each 
With myrtle-ſprig, or crimſon roſe, Thot 
Thy brow adorn, thy locks compoſe. Wit] 
In hallow'd groves, let lambkin ſlain, And 
Or kid, old Faunus' altars ſtain. . For. 
Clay-viſag'd Death's impartial foot, 

Invades the palace and the hut. Torr 
Thine age a ſpan, thy life a toy, Tor 
Dream not, my friend, of diſtant joy. Thi: 
See, {till obtruding on our fight, 

An op'ning grave, and endleſs night. Ah! 


P. Once 
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Once wafted to yon farther ſhore, 

We frolick, we carouſe no more. 

No more ſhall Beauty's ſofteſt charm, 
Our eye delight, our boſom warm. 


CR IS 0A 


An Advice to a Young Gentleman, 
(By a Young Gentleman.) 
E ARN hence, dear youth, the brainleſs 


15 crouds to ſhun, 
lain. Who giddy rounds in folly's circus run. 
Trifles purſu'd in time, the foul enſlave; 
And ſteal the vigour bounteous Nature gave. 
Judge next what feelings now await each 
ſpark, 
Each potent hero of St. James. s Part; 
Thoſe chiefs who loudly talk and ul ſwear, 
With threatning hat cock'd up en militaire; 
And ſword terrific, tho' not meant by fate, 
For. weightier purpoſe than the ſword-knots 
weight. 
Torn from the ſcenes they love, and doom'd to 
o, 
To = for glory in Baſtonian ſnow: 
Think dear Mammas, who you your darlings 
ſee, 
Ah!] think how ſcalping ſpoils the ſmart toupee | 
Ince | Shall 
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Shall ſuch endure the toils of a campaign ? : 
Be chilPd with froſt, and even wet with rain. 
Who from their earlieſt youth were taught to 
ſtrays \ 
In tinſel'd paths of puppyhood and play. 
In trifles ſunk, thus many a manly mind 1 
Is loſt to fame, for nobler ends defign'd: 
This damps the ardour, this their warmth re. 
tards, 
Who might be Soldiers, if they v were not Guard. d 
I 
Verſes nf 6s A Bly Mn, of G—&, * 
Renfrewſhire. K 
J. 
O longer will I aſk her Love, } 
Or father's friendſhip more: 
The happineſs which I approve, 
Is not in either's pow'r. 
0 
II. 
My ſoul deteſts her wicked courſe, 
And bids her charms farewell; Verſe, 
Since on her heart oaths have no force, 
Her charms are thoſe of Hell! 
III. I7 
She who hath hitherto been fed T 


On fruits of unjuſt gain. 
Can 


and SONGS. 87 
Can ſhe the paths of virtue tread ? 


1? 


: Or from lewd joys refrain? 
rain, 
ght to IV. 
Who for five hundred then would mix 
His blood with ſuch a race? 
Ten thouſand with a coach and ſix, 
Would rattle but diſgrace. 
th re 
V. 
vard;. Ye matrons fage! who daughters rear, 
Watch with a jealous eye: 
| Leſt Roſalinda's breath be near, 
000 For there doth poiſon lie. 


VI 


— Twas when I thought her heart was good, 


Her beauty I ador'd; 
Now that I know ſhe's falſe and proud, 


Let M—d—y be her Lord. 
Woolwich, Kent. 


FIDELIO. 


Verſes by a Young Lady, aged Thirteen, on viezu- 
'©y ing a Ship-awreck. 


Nfinite | — Great! —— Majeſtic God! 


Hear our petitions, lay aſide thy rod! 
| Methinks 


Can 


1 
1 
gy - i 


Methinks I hear their mournful cries, 


In thy fight may they favour find. 


Tis heard !—the bounding boat arrives; 
Launch'd at the hazard of their lives : 


33 ORIGINAL POEMS, 


Up from the deep, to heaven they riſe. 
Jeſus! thou Saviour of mankind, 


With this requeſt they bend the knee, 
Submiſſive to thy dread decree. 

Convinc'd that thou alone art Lord; 
W hoſe power can comfort them afford, 


Whoſe honeſt hearts did then appear, 


Unbending to a coward's fear; on 
By pity urg'd, they leave the ſhore, 1 
To ſave them, or return no more. wha 


From Leweſtoff, —Humanity doth go 
Their boon to grant, and ſooth their woe. 
She ſweetly calls,—then, who would fly, 
Refuſe a tear, or check a ſigh? 

They're ſafely landed, — tis proclaim'd! 
Each-ſhipmate by his fellow named. 

May gratitude adorn their brow, 

To God ſupreme, who ſaved them now; 
From yawning Ocean's wat'ry death, 


Kept back the Fates, and ſpared their breath. 


A.— M.— 
+; 


Te 


Te 
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T, Miſs M 


M-——n, of Greenock, An 
amiable Young Lady, unfortunately the Couſin 
of the Faſhionable Daughter. 


K 


ONG ſince I bade the Muſe farewell, 
Such ſtudies be no longer mine: 

To deeper ſcience turn'd my thoughts, 

Nor more invok'd the tuneful Nine. 


| II. 
But O give back my too-raſh ſpeech; 
Return my much-neglected Muſe: 
To praiſe Matilda fain I would, 
Which is a taſk thou canſt refuſe. 


| III. 
Did J require thy inſtant aid, 
To ſing ſome trifling idle toy; 
No doubt thou wouldſt my ſuit deny, 
Could I repine if thou wert coy. 


IV. 


But *tis Matilda, ſweeter maid 
Than even the Poets art can ſing; 
To view her graces fires the ſoul, 
What joy muſt the poſſeſſion bring? 


V. 


Her ſhape is handſome, features fine; 
Goodneſs alone doth rule within: 
The ſofter feelings of the breaſt, 

In life have ſtill her prompters been. 


NI (i; Compared 
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IV. 
Compared with thy youthful bloom, 
The Lilies droop, the Roſes die; 


Such modeſty and ſuch a mein, 
Muſt even ſtrike the weakeſt eye. 


VII. 


On her fair face ne'er ſat a frown, 

Mild as the opening morn of May: 

She ſcorns phantaſtic arts, and 1s, 
Familiar, friendly, free, and gay. 


VIII. 


But what are theſe to that ſound ſenſe, 
And beauties of thy poliſh'd mind? 
Thoſe charms are beſt, and theſe in thee 
Need no keen lover's eye to find. 


IX. 


Auſpicious morn | I thee ſalute, 
Even in my rude imperfect lay: 
Apollo touch thy ebon flute, 


Ye Cupids, Graces, dance away! 


« # 
This day Matilda's juſt nineteen, 
Each year in joy this day improve: 
This is the ſeaſon, this the time, 
She will, perhaps muſt, yield to love. 


O grant, kind Heaven, her choice be juſt f 


By caprice nor by perſon ſway'd; 
Let not even Fortune move her will, 


"Unleſs her heart will lend it's aid. 


May 


XII. 


May Truth and Virtue thee conduct, 
From Pride and Affectation free: 
To all be humble, on all ſmile, 


Be ſtrictly prudent, —gently free. 
XIII. 

hus admiration ſhalt thou have, 

Applauded and efteem'd by all: 


ach man of merit will thee praiſe; 
And women bleſſed ſhall thee call. 


Woolwich, Kent, 7 
FiDEL10, 


eee 


ARHAPSODY on a HE Hoc's HEAD, writ- 
ten in 1761. | 


Being a Satirical Eſſay on a certain tippling Society. 
(By Mr. W. T—4). 
3 mortal frail | collect your thought, 
Ponder the ſtate to which I'm brought! 
Your lantern jaw and crazy pate, 
Muſt ſhare a fellow Grunter's fate. 


In youthful days, when Fortune mird, 

And mirth the happy hours beguil'd; 

I drank, I rag'd, I. rav'd, like you, 

I charm'd the giddy thoughtleſs _—_- 
| a4 Na But 
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But now, ye mortal joys, farewell! 
Sublimer pleaſures 1 do feel. 


Pm gone to the Elyſian mead, 
On pureſt Acorns hence I feed; 
Nectar from earthly dregs refin'd, 
To brace the nerves, and chear the mind. 
Our heav' nly chapel far ſurpaſſes. 
Your grunting Pigs, and braying A et; 
We're link'd in bonds of love together, 
With naſal ſound ſalute our brother. 
Our conteſts never breed a pother, 
Our father we revere and mother. 
We've no © G— d— ye! fire our blood! 
* We'll make the other ſhilling good !” 
rec In faith ye ſha'nt, ye're paid too Well. 9 
© By G , you lie. Then go to h— 
<<, Return, my boys, we'll ſplit the odds. A* 
F No, you're all one way, d—n your bloods.” 
<< Go, boy, to the ale-houſe, bring them up, 
cee In faith, we Sandmen are abrupt: 
c You ſhall have all.“ “ Then Fill the bowl, 
= Fel drink to's honour s gen'rous ſoul.” 


We are not hogs of narrow ſpirit, 
Nor envy others luck or merit ; 
We like not hogs pragmatical, 
And hate diſtinctions national. FE 
For, let a hog be juſt and true, 
We always give that bog his due, 
Without regarding ſhape or hue: 
Or Engliſh, Scotch, or Iriſh /owv.- 


We 


We ſpurn a brawling buſtling fellow, 

Who, whether ſober, drunk, or mellow, 

Is head of party, ipſe dixit : 

A hog like this with us ne'er nicks it, | 
We treat him as we would Don Quixot. 
Had Don, for Sheep, encounter'd hogs, 
They'd thrown his members to the dogs. 

For dabbler in erudition, 

And an affected politician, [ 

We would not give a ſingle /nitton. 

Whoſe brain events diſaſtrous brews, 

Who vomits undigeſted news, 
Intrenchments, cock-fights, and ſhip-crews; 
Such blockheads noddles to confuſe. 

By queſtions ſuch you ſeem to rally; 

Such never with good manners tally, } 

We give them up to the Old Bailey. J 
To fellows brib'd to act as ſpies; 

To thief-takers intent on prize, 

Like Argus each with hundred eyes: 

To knowledge-mongers ſmall in ſize, 

Who have a miſt before their eyes; 

And cannot find where wiſdom lies, 

Like O/d Nick, who in corner plies: 

And watchful, like the ſpider pries, 

Yet never catches ought but flies. 

Such queſtions, flowing oft from malice, 
Are put by dirty low-bred fellows; - [ 
To furniſh ſubject for the ale-houſe : 

By fellows of contracted ſoul, 
Who always like to pick a hole: | 
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Who without ſtudying analytics, | 
Would paſs for moſt enormous critics. 
By fellows envious as the Devil, 

Who would bring all to their own level. 
I've often ſeen theſe men of ruſh 

Put modeſt ſtrangers to the bluſh: 

Such modelt ſtrangers as had ſenſe, 

To ſee their mean impertinence. 

Yet, ever fearful of offence, 

Puſh'd much too far their complaiſance, 
For Knowledge fair, and lively parts, 
Are ever join'd with-feeling hearts, 


And ſhun your little, ſhameleſs art: 


But the preſumptuous ign rant A, 
Still holding up a face of braſs; 


Drives foreward on thro? thick and thin: ? 


Gets ſplaſh'd, and wipes himſelf again, 

And never feels or dread or pain. 
Some tradeſmen. we finceeely pity, 

Who, without office e' er ſo petty, 


| Look big with talk of Lord Mayor Chitty, 


And the tranſactions of the city; 
Whether an Alderman has got 

A plum? His wife, what portion male © 
How often ſuch an one's been married ? 
His ſeveral wives, how oft miſcarried ? 


How many children? What their names? 


Their temper, converſation, flames? _ 
Parts pregnant, prominence of belly, 
With thouſand other things they'll tell ye. 
Th impertinence we might excuſe z 
Allow their knack at ſmart abuſe: 


Their 


eir 
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Their folly find ſome grains of ſenſe with, 
Nay even the raſcals join our pence with. 
Aſſum'd they not a tone deciſive, 

Was not their aſpect ſo deriſive? 

Did they in company uſe ſubmiſſion ? 

And humbly offer'd this petition, 


« We crave, good neigbours, abſolution, 
Hope you'll not deem it proſtitution 
«© Of words,—to hold a little chatter, 
Concerning cits, we own it ſmatter; 
For we know little of the matter.” | 


Then, gentlemen, you may go on, 
But ſuffer us to hum a ſong; 
La, la, dum di, I'm out of breath, 


My Organs quite diſorder'd, faith! 


Come now, we'll humour neighbour Ned, 
Is lady May'reſs brought to bed? 

Her ladyſhip, how long in travail? 

What vi'lent ſhudd'rings *neath her n—1? 
For God's ſake, quickly all unrayel. 


“ For full two hours th' apartment rung; 


« She full two hours in treble ſung; 


Then forth a lively infant ſprung, 

e And on her lovely boſom hung; 

“ And to her breaſts angelic clung, 

„This ought not to be ſaid but ſung, 

“ And's fitter for a ſeraph's tongue. 

% Her ladyſhip forgot to cry; 

The father, firſt amaz'd, ſtood by. 
«K Che 
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« She claſp'd the lov'd, the charming boy; 
« But ſoon exulting leapt for joy. 

“ The houſe with acclamations rung, 

« The happy father gladly ſung; 

© The matrons hail'd the beauteous boy, 
« And t weedle-dum and tweedle-doy, 

“ The tender mother wept for joy. 

« This ought not to be ſaid, but ſung, 

« And's fitter for a Seraph's tongue.” 
Now this is ſocial, —but to bully, 

And treat another as a cully, 

And thruſt his head in hole of gully, 
Becauſe he cannot talk as 'Tully. 

For fellows to take ſo much pains, 

To prove the vacuum in their brains, 
This boils the blood within our veins. 
With ſympathy our heart-ſtrings crack: 
From charitable views we act; 

Groaning beneath a pond'rous pack 

Of comrades follies on our back. 


CE OA AA A A AC A CAC 


A familiar. Epiſtle to Mr. N——k, on reading his 
New Hiftory of London. Written in 1773. 


(By Mr. H—y.) 


When in the Tomb thy pamper d fleſb ſhall rot, 
And een by Friends thy Memory be forgot, 
Still ſhalt thou live recorded for thy Crimes, 


In Satire's Page, and ſtink to after Times. 
| Cuvkcnlit's AUTHOR. 


O prove a vacuum in thy brain, 
No longer, Nx, be in pain; 


For 
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For one gies worth or ſenſe e 
Or ne'er * the arif merit. 


4 Th times when 8 run ſo bh, WP 
That men fell out they knew not Why! 
The Cavaliers and Coyenanters | 
Our Stuart race did rouſe like hunters. _. 
Houynhnms the firſt, the laſt Yahoos, 

Could nigh and bray, write and vr" 

But, dard a mangrel to begin his 

Ears to prick up, and prove a Hinnus, | 

Some Houynhnm would reject his ſnarles, 

Againſt the mild, unblemyſh'd Charlet. 

« Vain mule! (he'd ſay). ne/er cenſure others, 

© Before thou haſt perus'd good authors: 

To ſeek the Lord +, he'd bid him packs 181 

And thus exhort * ſordid lat. 
1400 „50 160 2 L 

ce Lord Clarendon, or Salmon bail s 1 500 
Nor bray unletter d, awkward ſteec. 


Our MarTyR's character is given 


g 
4 
| 
| 
* 
2 
4 
7 
o 
4] 
2 
* 
$ 
* 


In Smollet's Hiſtory, volume Seven: 
; Bet Maſter, Father, Huſband, Friend 3 © \ 
ng bis / pious Chriftian henry wot mn ll w 
1773. Mee iv Ri 0 
* Butler's Hudibras. "The 8 


+ To ſeek the Lord. Some of the Members. of the Raw 
„being ſtill in the Hoyſe, of Commons, Colonel White 
« came hither with a Guard, and demanded, y bat 
« ſat there for ? They anſwered, Teak the Tolle Þijb 
. „% White,) the Lord bas not been within' theſe Wat theſe 

Twelve Years; and ſo turned them out. Salman s H 
| t Smollet's Hiſtory of England, 8vo. Edit. vol. vii. p. 373. 
- R Ane 


For | 0 N That 


— Tas . Ls A (hs vw 
q n 14 
P 2 


Bos FN =_ 


5 ORIGINAL POE us. 


That cavilling mongrels 3 are to blame, Spea 
For levelling bis ſacred name; And 
Which ſhould not, ſo belov'd and bleſs'd, If w 
By any Round- bead be traduce'd : To r 
That Mules had ne'er with party far gone, And 
When loaded with Rump-remnant j Jargon, Red 
To prove that regicide humane is Or v 
Who, ſtabbing, cries, Peace fo his manes! + Wit 
Truſt me, ban e Mule ſo fondly a 
Rever'd is the name Car. Secundi, - | The 
Who all judicious men thought fit | Tor 
Io ſtile the ſovereign Judge of uit: Tha 
That, ſhould his ſtatue, tottering, reſt ill, Mor 
Thou could'ſt but ſerve for it's pedeſtal/ He 1 
'Thro' *Change to crawl; or meanly drudge on, Wit 
To ſhow the Max, thou baſe curmudgeon! At. 
This homage paid, moſt due to him eh: ore 
Go, read the Tales of Goody Grim; The 
— #44 GFR Thumb.” His 
- 
All 


If, by this Houynham's nigh, you wil wiend, I For 
( To cure Cacti bes Scribend i) 


Will name for thee: a proper place- bn 
Go, trifle with Agathecles ! 
No famous Emp'ror's name to muſe on, 0 
eilian nor Syracufan! Be Wh 
855 red-rob'd, with his poor puls, * Ane 
U find him. near his Iitrle- Boie, ö Wit 
Pray trifle with him till he din, Wh 
Chat three bouts f for one glaſs of wine: : w Ru: 
IF 3 s Hiſtory, Page 255. Note. 


Spe 
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Speak much of ſaving but one wafer,ĩÜͤ 
And aſk him, Ihen he ſign d Lucifer? 1 ü 
If with Old Nick he made a pattion,. .- , 
To rhime a Treaſury tranfaftion?. -. , , 
| And what 1was wrote by Doctor Dull 
Red he'll appear; and bleſs his ſouvv. 
Or whiffle, (when with him you've done) 
* With Cacopthalmus, his young ſon; 
Whoſe frantic brain, being turn'd, as thine i i, 
Terms his chaſte ſiſter Philogyner. 
There, till your lungs ache, ' whiffler! — 
For all men by theſe preſents know, | 
That cach C——'s calld Aſs: 
Nor wonder how it comes to paſs bs 
He ſhould his wife a 8e make, ac 
"yy Without committing a miſtake": 
At Nivis Mount, * ſee Palindromus, 
| Or drink with B—1, or John Tom Aſs : 
| There number T heocles's glaſſes, 
His grunting Pigs and braying Aes : © 
All trifling Drones, and Mules, and Fops, 
For ſhuffling cards, and laſhing. tops; | 
Who, as grave Aſſes, dull, and mute, 
Are more Yahoos than any brute. 


Or do conjecture for an hour, 

Who finiſh'd the abortive Tower; 

And, conjuring, puzzle oft thy pate 

With deeds of Conflantine the Great! 

Who Law or Goſpel doubts ſolves pat; 

Run to him, but keep on your hat | 

Snow Hill. Scan, ,. on if 

Speak 8 8 O 2 As 


too 
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As Theocles knew long ago, 

Thy hat pilPd off, you could not bow; 
Or if when off, you mean to ſhine, 
Throw't on at every glaſs of wine: 
Dracucanſir- Ike, lob big, and ſtare; 
And ſeem to damm beth hoſt and fare! 
Bluff- bluſtering, ſpring up in a hurry, 
Like Brobdingmagian J—n M— M—y. 
Or, when Lord Shaftes—y you meet, 
Pretend to mutter in the ſtreet; 

As does that %, In R———n, 
To whom rr ſend ſoon. 


This Aſs, turn'd paar) linguift, 
Could not pretend he was diſtinguiſh'd, 
Till did write: For he it was, 
Wrote Duties 'iwixt a MAN and Ass, 
And ſlew, as did the great Samſon, 

So many with a huge jaw-bone; 

When all his dunces in amaze, 

With ears prick d up, began to gaze! 
Mark when the 
Forc'd he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
Till, like a Sherifemwir work, fine, 
They ſerv'd to deck a Magazine, 


Say, Mule, whoſe milky mother's face 
Put all H—'s Dunees in diſgrace? 
And, by the Fack-afſs, ſill fuppoſe, 
Great Horace, Art to vogue aroſe, 


Say, Hi nic, ſay, and ſpeak it out, - 
Who wrote or Wrote not! ? Tis a doubt. 


* 


grizaly O.Þ Ove's grin, | 


Nay 
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Nay, « e' en this moment, I will venture, 
Not known by the very Printer; 

Who, tho' ambiguouſly he'll bounce, 
He dares not for his ſoul pronounce. 
Stare at him, he begins to throe, 

As a Fack-aſs, for Hay, at Straw. 

At times he'll laugh, at others rave, 
And make you think, down to Hie grave 
He'll take the fecret, tho' he knows 

Not how it ended, or aroſe. 


Some call the Bea a d- d proud tyrant; 
Others aver, a mad Knigbt-errand. 
Who cry'd, They're Gnofticks all; (and fniveFd A 
My brother Sandy they have hibelPd ? 
And what's his name, who cry'd, Obon! 
A libel on my brother John! 
Name, H—s guondam ſtiff Dromedr 7 
That two-legg'd animal of prey, 
Who, ſlow-paced, try'd chican? to hum him, 
And found a Hobby-horſe a Houynhnm. 
Such wonders tell, ſuch vermine flay, 
No vermine can demand fair play. 
Or ſtill in magazine trade petty, 
Record tranſactions of the city. 
How humm'd we've been by Bully Bect- 
Ed, W—s, and M=-e the Architect? 
Such wonders are a mongrel's game, 
Se Sutor ultra crepidam : 
Nay, if traducing pleaſe the rabble, 
Write, as this pattern is, 


A FABLE. 
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AF A B L E. 
(By the ſame.) 


F old, a grave 45 pace'd in pomp, 
Bedeck'd from ſhoulders to the rump, 

With broider'd lace befringe'd on hermine, 
(Sam n ſpells the word plain ermine: ' 
But with a word miſpelt by Lexi- 
Cographers, I will not vex ye.) 
This beaſt, I ſay, ſolemnly pace'd ; 
While on his back was tightly laced, 
Fair Is1s image; and, by capers, 
He proudly look'd on his ſpectators : 
Judging to him was paid that homage, 
Which all did humbly give the image. 
Till laugh'd at by the hooting rabble, 
Who ſaw him brought from Bernard's ſtable, 
The Driver laſh'd the ſordid Hack, 
And kneel'd to Is1s on his back. 


The MorAL is 


—Tis plain what thou art, 
Compar'd to the great CHARLES STUART. 


* 
- * 
4 
* 
S > 
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VERSES on reading Mr. Russ ELI 's Charafter 
and Genius of Women, and Sir John Dar- 
RYMPLE his Appendix to State Popers. 


(By the ſame.) | 


Whene'er a Patriot wants a Day's defence, 
When Envy holds Five whole Years war with Senſe, 
When fample Pride for Flattery makes demands, 
May Dunce by Dunce be whifl'd off my Hands. 


Popr. 


ONS of myſterious as and famous Ko er, 
From Rufus Hall to fam'd Row Pater-nofter, 


Dalrymple rages, Ruſſell raves in Jore, 


Like two pawn'd cullies for a mortgag'd w—e. 
No battle this like Homer's mice and frogs, 
eri view two ſtark- mad demagogues ! 


Ye dumb - ſtruck * ſee Sir John 2 
Scott 
Aſſails your Chieftains Ko his Verſailles note! 
With brandiſh'd ſtile the Knight, in keeneſt 
rage, 
Does tombs, and doors, and iron-cheſts engage. 
Ruyffell and Sidney he has ſtabb'd ! Oh!—fy on't! 
He ſlays as Quixot flew the wine-ſkin giant! 
Nor will the Knight deſiſt; but, dares to print 
Them pimps and painims' vile before he ſtint. 
Hail! England, hail! ſince two North Britons 
can 
Diſſect your Ladies, and pourtray your Men! 
Sir Jahn makes patriots pandersz © Women, 
« worſe, 


“Man's ſhame, (ſays * are, and greateſt 


© curſe!” 
As 


I 
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As Eve, be does a Lady quick confign, _ 
In church, ſtark-naked, for the people's fign! 
And as upon an fs our Saviour rode, 
Rear'd on a Horſe, he mounts a mimic god. A 


Yet Ruſſell knows what fierce Dalrymple 
dare d 
Not know, — the ladies under George the third! 
Thanks to him, guardian of the Britiſh fair; 
He knows what women were, and what they 
are: 
Knows genius, manners, characters, and names, 
Of Roman matrons, and of Grecian dames: 
And can, by rapid genius and gooſe-quill, Hi: 
Traduce a Ducheſs, or renown a Max—l: 
While the fam'd knight cannot from Records FI a 
' - fearch ye, 


A fam'd Agathocles, or lf: fac'd Archie An 
Thanks to our Authors, Printers, ſtyle, and pen, MW Uu 
Reffell diſſects our Fair, Sir John our Men? HI 
Fame, blow thy ny! their taſte our palates 
ſuit, | The 
Ruſſell, Lord Herbert” s, your's, 8 Sir John Ar 
Brute. | The 


Characters and Genius of Women, Vol. II. p. 23. 139. 


* 
80 
* 
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A CARD, 'with the Book of Common Prayers 
ſent to a young Rake, after a whole Night's de- 
bauch , in dancing aud drinking. : 


As you have prov'd it by their practice, 
No Argument like Matter of Fact is. Hudibras. 


(By the ſame.) 


HE Prodigal Son, when in brothels he 
danc'd, 
Wore a ſword, bag, and fine ſolitaire. 
He ſoon. ſpent his all ;—in this book *tis ad- 
vanc'd; 
His laſt recourſe was to Prayer. 


il ariſe, * (ſaid the youth, ) o my Father Pl} 


run, 
And confeſs I have finn'd againſt Heaven; 
Unworthy henceforth to be called AIs sox, 
HIS SLAVE I will be, if forgiven, 


The ſequel peruſe, my friend, I adviſe, 
And ponder the ſtory an hour: 

The young Rake, you'll find, began to be wiſe, 
And never in Tayerns danc'd more. 


This ſimile juſt if you will not apply, 
But ſtill after butt—k balls run, 

Remember, to feed upon huſts, in a flye, 
Was the lot of the Prodigal Son. 


* Sce the Ninth Sentence in Evening Prayer, 
P On 


— 
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Be reading the celebrated Tre to Paris, 
WIL (By the Same.) 


Flies ite a ſquib from place to place, 
He travels not, but runs a rate, Swirr. 
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in't, 

Except Hymen's figure Afplay'd i in the print. 

By the torch of this god, we plainly can ſee, 

This Trip has been writ à Ja mode à Paris. 

© To Dieppe (fays our Tripper) all ye who can 

caper:” 

The way Hywen points, (like a link-boy) with 
taper. 

*, Haſte, ye trifling belle, and frolickſome 
© beau, 

« View Sardinian Mary eſpouſe Count 4 "Artois: 

& Par example farit, ſee. the French Court in 
eclat, 

* Then the houſe of the Marquis de Aa 

« Hymen Time will arreſt, 1 7 ſhould nov 
cc chuſe 

* An inſpection of pdidEings at the Tholouſe : 

&« Verſaillers grand gardens pray alſo ſurvey: 

And . woods and wa he Sarge? at Chan. 

« 21 bay 4 
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Our author del, pri 'thee away trip, 
His example will ſurely exceed all my precept. 
To France then repair; view carp in a fiſh-pond: 


III the King of France OP tripping to Rich- 


mond. 
8 Th ere 


7 N E paintings, fine trees / there 8 little elle 5 


There 


And 
| 
At or 
\ 


he . 
And 1 


Real! 


Franc 

( 
By V 
>S- 


On t/ 
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There be, with his royal Confort the Queen, 

And their offspring live ind may ea 

be ſeen; 

At one glanee of this group, with contempt I 

would ſee 

re Manarch's dumb-waiters in wood at Choife! 
And mark me, my tripper, great as they're good, 

rint. Real portraits! their colours are true Britiſh blood: 

ee, France cannot fhow fuch [ve paintings as ver 

do, 


fo 
ho cu By Y andyck, Vanloo, Polt, Ropharl, or Guido, 


DDP 


On the Feaſt of the Sons of the Clergy. ( Written . 


Is, 


1rtois: in 147 J 

wrt in : To L----d N-—, N 
i (By the ſame.) 

riaux 


non IN truth, my Lord, your Stewart's feaſt 
Was manage'd with both peace and plenty: 1 
%.: Nor did your Lordſhip (tis no jeſt) 
ey: Startle at creatures now not ſcantꝛ: : 
Chan- Your Lorqſbip and your youngeſt nate 
Were ſtare'd at by the paltr rabble; 
And well ye might, for by St. Pat- 
„ rick, Lucifer full- well can babbl e 
ecept. Can libel all the Treafury train! . : 
pond: WF And collar both your P—tt and Re, 
Rich. And were H— dis Boon to explain, 
Dumb-ſtruck, he'll mumble and nought know! 
| 1 Well 
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Well done, my Lord, o'erlook this hint, 
And as a Trifle, let it paſs; 

Aſſur'd than this I've no more meant, 
The Man! my LoRD, din'd with his Ass. 


To the Abſtraftors of the Afts of Parliament, in 
the News-papers, in 1773. 


(By the ſame.) 


BSTRACTING, my friends, 
To ſerve your own ends, 
Is no better than clipping our coin: 
Therefore, prithee, deſiſt, 
Nor henceforth perſiſt 
Outlaw'd clippers and ſcrapers to join. 


Be humble ſpectators: 
Our good Legiſlators 
Frame all our 8 eaſy and plain; 
And thoſe who can read, 
Stand no way in need 
Of News Act. clipper“ help to explain. 


Abſtracting from coin, 
Game, Highways, and Wine, 
Stain'd-paper, Banl- notes, and Stamp-news, 
Credit, Freeports, and Corn, 
Bread, Tea, and Muirburn, 
None would your News-papers peruſe, 


Not 
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Not a word from Madrid, 
W hat King lives, whoſe laſt dead, 
ls found in your cumberſome pages; 
For Sweden and Denmark, 
The Ruſſian and Grand Turk, 
Weights and Scales are the talk of our Sages. | 


Now while all muſt the knack 
Of who beſt can abſtract, 


8 Endeavour to pore and to learn: 

As ye puzzle your brains, 

I intreat you take pains, 
. 'Twixt the ſenſe and the ſtile to diſcern. 
7 


Like a ſhort-handed G—ney, 
Some noodle attorney, 
May abridge while in beer-houſe he'll ſit; 
Yet, my friends, to your coſt, 
When your Law Svu1T is loſt, 
You'll, like Fo/eph, be fold from THE Prrr. 


The WISH. 
(By a Gentleman.) 


EN the Trees are all bare, not a leaf 
to be ſeen, 


And the meadows their beauty have loſt, 
When 


Not 


© e- 
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When Nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt. | 


Talk 


| | | | Ar 

While the Peaſant inactive ſtands ſhiv'ring with Þ | 
cold, Hear 

As bleak as the winds northly blow; W 
And the innocent flock run for eaſe to the Fold, W hal 
With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow, I 


In the yard while the cattle eat hay, ay on Whe 
ſtraw, | 
And ſend forth ſweet breath like a ſtream; W 
While the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt Nor 
thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream. 
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When the ſweet country maiden as freſh as the 
roſe, 
As ſhe careleſsly trips often ſlides, 
And the Ruſtics loud laugh, if by falling, ſhe An 
ſhows 
All the charms that her modeſty hides. 


When the birds to the barn-door hover for 
food, 

As with filence they reſt on the ſpray, | 

And the poor tired hare in vain ſeeks the wood, The: 

Leſt her foot-ſteps ber cauſe ſhould betray. Thes 


When the lads and the laſſes, for company ¶ Wi. 


join'd, Rehe 
In a crows round the embers are met; A 
Talk Ne 


een, Þ 
roſt. 


with I 


*old, 


on 


dam; 


muſt 


s the 


, ſhe 
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Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the 
" wind, 


| And of ghoſts till * all in a ſweat. 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the Nymph whom I love and admire; 

While the iſicles hang from the eves of my cot, 
I may thither in e retire. 


Where in neatneſs and diet and fe from 
ſurprinee, 
We. may live and no hardſhips endure, 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


An Elegy on the 2 1 1 an 3 Fung 
Lady. * ritten in 1761. 


Wa. others ſing the heroes glorious fate, 

And tune to warlike ſtrains the ſounding 
Iyre, © 

Their noble lives, their fearleſs deaths relate, 

Their gallant deeds, which wake the Muſes hres 


Whit Britiſh 3 to Wolke's — nth. praiſe, 
Rehearſe his viories.and fatal doom; 14 
n 


L 
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And as his monument the ſculptors raiſe, 
Spread freſheſt garlands on their warrior s tomb: 


No c 
No p 
Nor 


Tran 


Let me, whoſe humbler Muſe hath ne'er aſpir᷑ 
To ſuch majeſtic, ſuch exalting ſtrains, 

By elegiac ſong be now inſpir'd, 

And mourn a virgin ſnatched from theſe plains, 


Oft 
On v 
Unte 
And 


Sweet waſt thou, as the op'ning ſummer's roſe, 
Too juſt an emblem of thee, lovely maid ! 
Which in the morning buds, at mid-day blows, 
But withers by the chilly ev'ning's ſhade. 


III fi 
And 


Calm and ſerene you led a peaceful life, 
Religion's ſacred taſk thy only boaſt; 
Unknown to ſtormy paſſion, or to ſtrife, 
Thou liv'd in ev'ry good, in friendſhip moſt. 


Amid the joyful gaiety of youth, 

The Chriſtian's dignity thou ſtill preſerv'd, 
Trod all the paths of piety and truth, 

Nor in thy aCtions nor thy precepts ſwerv'd. 


Thei 
To { 


Fare 
'Tho 


For 
Adi 


Snatch'd from this low, inhoſpitable clime, * 


While Fortune ſmil'd upon thy chearful head, 
Ev'n in the pride and flower of youthful prime 
Thou number'd lies, among the numerous dead. 


Thy lovely ſiſters, and thy aged ſire, 
In deep diſtreſs, thy hapleſs fate deplore; 
Praiſe thy paſt life, and, while they praiſe, ad- 


mire, Anc 


And wail their charming friend, alas! no * Wh 
0 


t. 


nore. 


No 
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No coſtly monument adorns thy tomb, 

No panegyric ſpreads thy humble fame; 

Nor verſes, carv'd upon the ſculptur'd dome, 
Tranſmit to after-times thy virtuous name. 


Oft as the circling ſun returns the day 
On which thou mounted to the realms of reſt, 
Unto thy lonely grave PII yearly hie, 
And bid the turf lie eaſy on thy breaſt. 


P11 ſprinkle flowers of ev'ry richeſt dye, 
And deck thy grave with wreaths of livelieſt 
hue, 


Then ſhed a tear, and breathe the heaving gh 
To ſacred friendſhip; ſure ſo much is due. 


Farewell, my charmer, peace attend thy reſt, 
Thou, who in virtue did ſo much excel; 


For this I hail thee bleſt, —ſupremely bleſt. 
Adieu, —adieu, —a long— a laſt farewell, 


P77 


LYCOIDAS to MENALCAS, 
(By the ſame.) 


HILE you in Nature's works explore 
The wonders of Almighty Power, 
And, curious, Flora's works ſurvey, 
While by your native ſtreams you ſtray; 
From 
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From Fortha's banks to you I ſend _ 

The warmeſt wiſhes of a friend. 

Deſpiſe not then theſe humble lays, 

A friend excites your partial praiſe. 

A friend How the melodious name 
With nameleſs rapture trills my frame] 
What tho' the feeble Muſe detains 

Your ardent thought from nobler ſtrains ? 
Yet friendſhip's ſoft alluring joys 

With ſecret charms inchant your eyes. 
Now ſummer decks the ruſſet plains: 
How-fweet, how fair the rural ſcenes! 
Say, Can the weak attempts of Art, 
Inke Nature, charm the glowing heart? 
Can the coquet in dreſs moſt fair 

With yonder lily's breaſt compare? 

Such, - ſuch, Menalcgs, were our themes, 
While, by fair Glotta's lovely ſtreams, 
We oft prolong'd the pleaſant walk, 

By decent'mirth and ſocial talk; 

Such were our themes, when we ſurvey'd 
New beauties in each length'ning mead, 
When ey'ning clos'd the ſetting day, 
How often did our footſteps ſtray 

O'er the gay banks of filver Clyde, 
Where Nature's native charms reſide. 
Oft-times in the ename!Pd mead, 

Or ſeated in a leafy ſhade, 


Sweet poetry our ſenſes charm'd, 4d / 


And our * warm'd; 


„ 


2173 RE RE 
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What time in W1LKrt's Meng ſtrains, 
W1LKIE * the HoukRH of our plains, © 
We view'd the fair Ætoliau maid, y 
By Love, by too fond Love betray'd: £1 

Love too did oft our ſpeech Be gs, 

Love the pure ſource of ſocial j 

Love but what viſions ſtrike mine eyes 5 
What forms, what heav'nly forms ariſe? 
AMMONIA here!—ah me! excufſfſe 
The fallies of a wanton muſe, . 

That flies on Fancy's wing away. 

I ceaſe,—-I ceaſe the empty lay. 

Farewell, my friend. —Ye zephyrs bear 
My wiſhes to MaNALCAs' ear. LE 


9 Author of the Epigoniad: 
Gee 


As Ops to an Inconſtant. 


(By a Gentleman.) 


8 what meaneth my ſorrowful heart, 
And my breaſt, that it heaves ſuch a ſigh? 
'Tis for thee, fooliſh girl, that I ſmart, 

Tis for Thos that I languiſh and die; 


Alas! when 8 we tov d, 
How oft was you wont to proteſt, TER 
With what fondneſs and ardour you lov'dy / 
And I thought I was happy and bleſt, 


Q, 2 Ez Yet 
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Yet my rapture and joy is all flown, 
And now I'm bereav'd of content; 
As you've left me to wander alone, 
T have nothing to do but lament. 


gut a fl 
| chanc 


But why do I mourn and bewail ? 
Ah me! 'tis but folly to grieve, 

Since ſofteſt perſuaſion doth fail, 
I pine that you will not believe. 


Had you always believ'd what I ſaid, 

Remorſe had not enter'd your breaſt, 

Nor guilt, to have made you afraid, 
Or tears have depriv'd you of reſt. 


Since each promiſe and vow you thought vain, 
And ſmil'd while you deep'ned my woe, 
Inconſtancy now inflicts pain, 
And reproach which you cannot forego. 
Woolwich, 1775. 
H.—G. 
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The CONVERSATION. 


(By Miſs B-—e.) 


O night as I walk'd by the fide of a mill, 


The air was ſerene, and the water was 
ſtill; 


But 
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But a ſtorm ſoon aroſe, it was a ſad ſtrife 
chanc'd to o' erhear betwixt huſband and 
wife. 


The good-natur'd man, cries, Oh huſh, huſh 
my dear, 

or once in your life, have the patience to hear: 

o pleaſe you in all things I make it my care, 

But e'er to affect it, I now do diſpair. 

To ſooth your vain fancies, Pve ever been ready, 

To make my wife Joan as fine as a lady; 

And your Daughters, you know, all like Madams 
appear, 

Tho' the income's uncertain of whiſkie and 
beer. | | 

And we Millers muſt all pay qur rent to a day; 

For if we're not punctual, the Devil's to pay. 

Think of this, my deareſt, before tis too late, 

Or want and misfortune, may ſoon be our fate.” 


« Good Heavens! What's all this, ſhe replies 
in a huff? 

Incer in my life before heard ſo much ſtuff. 

Of your rent and your income, pray, what's 

that to me ? | 

You may go to the Devil, till a lady I'll be; 

And if you thus vex me, to London I'll go, 

Perhaps I again may find a young beau. 

For Poverty dares not approach where I am, 

And if you'll be civil, ll tell you my plan. 


There is our ſon James, as handſome a ſwain, 
As any young man that hunts on the plain: 
And 
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And for his accompliſhments, Jam moſt certain, 
A lady he'll get with ten thouſand EO For 


tune : 
And, as for our daughters, there need be Cong d 
fears, Lonę 
As their merit will gain them all Eſquires and 0 
Peers.“ t laſt 
In va 
Her huſband cries, Oh! what chimeras ar 
_ thoſe? ow N 
Good:Lord be our friend, and her rapours com: I ran 
| poſe. | Dh, f11 
| And 
LEE EE EEE EEE IE crave 
— One 
An Invocation to the Evening Star. _ 
nvo 


(By the ſame.) 


TOW twilight from the mountain- bro 
deſcends, | 
Deep, and more deep the mirky ſhadows fall, ARI 
And now the toil of hind and ſhepherd ends, 
And now the milk-maid flies the cloyſter'd wal 


Far have I gone, much farther have to goz 

Nor at the length of way do I repine, 8 
If you fair Heſper, your ſheen circlet ſhow, 

If you to light my darkling footſteps ſhine: 8 F 


Againſt my face the beetle rudely born, 


. The bat now fleets abroad on leathern wing; 
| 'The 
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ſhe Glow-worm, trails her ſpangles on the 
thorn, 


d For And, hark! I hear the diſtant curfew ring. 


ong did I mourn my too too hapleſs fate, 
Long watch'd the moment Care wou'd me 
reprive: 

\t laſt Fate ſmil'd, Care me repriv'd tho? late, 
In vain, unleſs you ſhine, fair eye of Eve. 


be ng 


es and 


ras are 
ow Nature ſeems as curtain'd from my eyes, 
I range uncertain, I no path can ſee; 

Dh, firſt and faireſt lamp of Evening riſe, 

And more than all the ſtars I'll honour thee, 


S Com- 


544+ WY crave for no bad practiſes your aid, 
One of Loves gentle votaries am I; 
luch, much I long to ſee my lovely maid, 


Invok'd fo oft dear; Heſper gild the ſky, 


ANNE XXUNXALKAEDT. @ Ss 


n-brov cee oc a nn | 
ws fall 
ends, 


ARMEN CAPILLARE: Or, the Wis 
rd wal | | 


Pop u. 
(By a Young Gentleman. ) 


5 


Spefatum admiſſi, riſum teneatis amici! Hos. 
bobs 8 

EAR Bob, who, midſt ſoft rural ſcenes, 
Where ſweetly blooming beauty ſtreants, 
And wang muſick flows; 


— 4 
. 


1 
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Who nor midſt ſmoak, nor fragrant winds, 
Where every breathing ſcen combines, 
To charm the attentive noſe; Aud 


' 1 
Perhaps you'll ſmile when we relate, While 
The great important works which Fate, Embr 


And changeful Fortune dooms; 
How thro? what glorious ſcenes of woe, 


Tremendous groans and ſcreams we goz 80, 1 
To viſit nightly glooms; Wher 

| III. : 
Near to that * Seat, whoſe towering height, Oer! 
Amidſt the clouds exalts the ſight, Wher 


Shoots up a pillard ſpire; + 
Hither with ſoftly. breathing flute, 


And Nature's eaſy temper'd lute; 4 The n 
Two amorous 9 ſwains retire, poor 
IV. 
"Twas dark, and ſolemn ſilence there The f 
Put on an aweful midnight air, At eve 
To ſounds of heavenly ſtrains! 
But ſtrait the doubling dome reſounds, 
The roaring roof immenſe rebounds, But n 
To clink of rattling chains! Bright 
Ariburs Seat, the Hill fo called. 
+ The Arazr, alias Holy Rood Houſe. * AC 
The Voice of Mr. S—,, agreeable for a fweet accent. t An 
' alludes 


$ Mr. —— and Mr, —— ls more 
ri A maz' * juſtif 


oms; 


rht, 


J 


ire. 


zins! 


ccent. 


.maz's 
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Amaz'd, heroic 8—0n ſtood, 

And club'd his tenfold piece of wood * 

Amidſt ſuch direful thunders ; 


While Amphion + ſcar'd with trembling haſte, 
Embrac'd the undaunted Hero's waiſt, 


And, deeply ſighing, wonders) 
So, when from tombs and mould'ring cells, 
Where Death in cloyſter'd durance dwells, 
Some {talking ghoſt emerges; 
Oer riſing graves, and moſs-tipt walls, 
Where babbling Echo, whiſp'ring, calls, 
The airy Phantom trudges. 
VII. 
The neighbouring village ſtrait alarms, 
Poor Celia ſeeks her Damon's arms, 
The children croud the fire, 


The fearful trembling chat goes round, 
At every pauſe they hear the ſound, 


And, as they hear, creep nigher. 
VIII. 
But now a cloud diſtinct with flame, 
Bright o'er Breadalbane's portal came, 
Tas dreadful to behold! 


* ACrab-tree cudgel, which our Hero generally carricd. 
+ Amphion was formerly a great Muſician, and as this 
alludes to our Adventurer's employment in the Abbey, and 
is more poetical in ſound than Von, we have thought 
© juſtifiable to make uſe of it. | 
R The 
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The waving wreaths of lucid hue, « Kr 

With folds of bright etherial blue, « Te 
Each wondrous ſcene unfold. 

3 1 3 « W 

Forth from the rending maſs, a Form* _ « Ar 


Burſt, as when +Eurus wings ſome ſtorm 
Athwart the affrighted deep; 


Thrice roar'd the high reſounding roof, « Bc 
Thrice thunder'd loud his brazen hoof, « W 
go whe or the ſculptor'd ſteep. | 
1 | * | « 0 
S—on not touch'd. with pain t nor fear, 8 


Upboar aloft his miſſive 5 ſpear; 
And, low'ring vengeance, ſtood; 


Then ſmoothing ** his favour'd wig, * * "OY 

And with each ſwelling paſſion big; Fort 
N Thus 1 19 in rage of blood. 

he Devil. we | Tru 


+ Eurus, one of the winds which Eolus employs tc to raik Af 
2 ſtorm. See Virgil, Book I. 


I Such uncommon citcanifiantes one wou'd think wit 
all the terrors which accompany them, wou'd fink tt 
heart of a Hero much more redoubtable than our Chici So, 
yet we ſee him unmoved amidſt every danger, and er Cel 
exerting that wonderful intrepidity, which indeed is ur 
tural to him, with the utmoſt compoſure and preſence d 
mind. 


S This is that cudgel which we mentioned before; which 
8 like, can aſſume any figure or office, according to 
the circumſtances of time and occaſion. 

_ ** Favour'd Wig. Every ſingle hair whereof has dont 
more execution among the ladies, than all the ſhafts 0 


Cupid's quiver, 
| cc Knov 


old. 
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« Know ye not me, whoſe conſtant care, 
« To guard and pleaſe the tender Fair, 
Oft tempts my pow'rful arm; 
« Whom Virtue yet and Wiſdom fires, 
« And every gentle thought inſpires, 
“Jo ſkreen the ſex from harm? 


XII. 


« Begone, or forthwith feel my rage, f 
« Which not even +Lethe's ſtreams aſſuage; 
Such Fate attends my Ire: 
« Quick to your native realms repair, 
« There breathe *midſt fiends infernal air, 
6 Involv'd in liquid fire!“ 
XIII. 
He ſaid; and, like great Ajax, ſtraight 
Forth ruſh'd infuriate on the Sp'rite, 
With glorious impulſe fir'd ; 
True worth, and inborn bravery, 
A ſoul unknown to Slavery, 
Such daring then inſpir d. 


XIV. 
So, when 'midſt Grecian bands, from high 
Celeſtial Powers deſert the ſky, 


To preſs the oppoſing train; 
Great Neptune from the ſeas profound, 


[oh pomp ing, ſhakes the trembling ground, 
And, dreadful ! ſcours the plain. 


+ Lethe, a river in Hell, which whoſoever taſtes, imme- 
* forgets every thing he ever did or felt. 


R 2 


= 


When 
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WI - = 
When, lo! a Mortal * bares his breaſt, 
Shakes high in air his tow'ring creſt, 
Diſtain'd with ſtreaming blood; 
Forth leaps impulfive o'er the mound, 
Deals inſtant death and flaughter round; 
And dares attack a God! 


XVI. 
And now fel Diſcord ſtern aroſe, 
In terrour of the impending blows; h 
Young Amphion took to flight: who 
While S—on glorious kept the field, 


Nor deign'd to any power to yield; High 
Tho? wrapt in ſhades of night. V 
XVII. 
And now had Fate and partial Heav'n, = 
A looſe to either hero given, 
To deal deſtructive ſway ; 
The high imperial dome had broke, 
Each pile diflolv'd in clouds of ſmoke; F 


Or fum d in flames away. 


XVIII. 
But as the horn-hoof*d. fury bore, 
High o'er his head the ſhining ore, 
Red hiſſing from the fire; 
Juſt as the forceful arm drew nigh, 
He caſt a caſual glance awry, 
Upon the feather'd ſpire. 


1 Aluding to Heller. nad, B. XIV. 
| Confounded 


blood; 


ght. 


ire. 
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XIX. 


Confounded \ at the fight with-held, 
Down plung'd the huge infernal ſhield, 
Of moſt enormous ſize ! 
Earth roar'd, and burſting wide a-gap, 
Fayour'd th' afrighted Fiend's eſcape, 
To Pandemonian ſkies 


XX. 
So when o'er Ilion's ſpacious plains, 
Whom neither Death nor Fear detains, 
Inrag'd Patroclus hies; 
High nods in air the Achillean plume, 


Pyrechmus trembling meets his doom, 
And each bold Trojan flies! 


FFC 


„ N N r 


By the Author of the CARMEN CAILLARI. 


Dear Bob, 


NRAPTUR'D with your rural ſport, 
While you the charms of blooming beau- 
ties court; 

While o'er the plains, in pleaſing mood, you run, 

Drive the fleet hare, or point your thund'ring 
gun; 

Or when the labour of the day is o'er, 


Seek the ſoft cuſhion'd chair, and calmly ſnore; 
| W 
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We wrapt in ſmoke, where ſhapeleſs ſtructures 
riſe, 

And every varying ſcene, attracts our eyes; 

With penſive thoughts, and ſullen griefs retire, 

To V—an's dull room, and ſolitary fire; 

Where from the walls, and echoing roofs a. 
round, 

Soft breathing ſi ghs, and ſad complaints re- 
bound; 

Hark! Nom each cell the trembling voice re- 
turns, 

Now ſmiles Horatio, now poor Damon burns. 

Of flames and darts, each honed ook youth com. 
plains, 

And broken vows, and flights, and alen chains; 

Now Eden's chief tranſports our wond'ring eyes, 

Then killing Rhyme our raviſh'd ſouls ſurprize. 


Numbers whoſe power our glowing boſoms fire, 
And every tender thought and wiſh inſpire. 
So when Cytherea by an order given, 
With Love wou'd flame the immortal breaſt of 
Heaven ; 
The magic Cæſtos ſpreads the availing fires, 
And the Eternal burns with fierce deſires. 


Say why ſuch ſtrains demand our ſofteſt care, 
And by what varying power excells each fair? 
If Chloe's eyes with radiant luſtre ſhine, 

There are in Mira's features charms divine; 

Each ill defect due compenſation finds, 

PR bright perfection rare in One combines. 
Hence 
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Hence the full glow Statira's cheeks unfold, 

Mirtilla's ſhape, and locks in ringlets rolld. 

Eudocia ſhines illuſtriouſly bright, 

And Celia's nice proportion charms the ſight: 

And hence evn * the warmeſt thoughts 
imparts; 

And, with reſiſtleſs ſw ay, enſlaves our hearts. 


Hail Fair unknown, whoſe flowing numbers 
tell, 

None can with Nature your fine lines excel ; 
Who truly conſcious of the Muſes aid, 
Courts the ſoft ſilence of the rural ſhade ; 
Where bright Urania waves her lucid wings, 
And melting muſic languiſhingly ſings. 
Here Love beams forth, the ſocial virtues ſhine, 
Celeſtial Truth and Friendſhip all divine 
Bliſs, that no change of time or chance endures, 
Merit that Fame, and Worth that Peace, ſecures. 


By Lady Mary on reading fome Verſes, 
written by an amiable young Lady. 


HILE Clio, pond'ring o'er thy lines [ 
roll, 

Dwell on each thought, and meditate thy ſoul, 

Methinks I view thee in ſome calm retreat, 

Far from all guilt, diſtraction, and deceit : 

TN 
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Thence pitying view the thoughtleſs Fair and rhere, 


gay, | | | ſpe 
Who whirl their lives in giddineſs away: n bloo, 
Thenee greatly what the 3 calls here 
Genet, There 
Contemn the proud, their tumults, power, and 
ſtate; 


And deem it, thence, inglorious to deſcend, 

For aught, below, but virtue and a friend. 

How com'ſt thou fram'd ſo diffrent from thy 

ſex, 

Whom trifles raviſh, and whom trifles vex ? 

Capricious things! all flutter, whim, and ſhow, 

And light and varying as the winds that blow, 

Io candour, ſenſe, to love, to friendſhip blind; 
To flatt'rers, fools, and coxcombs, only kind? 

Say whence thoſe hints, thoſe bright ideas came, 

That warm thy breaſt with friendſhip's holy 

flame ? 

That cloſe thy heart againſt the joys of youth, 

And ope thy mind to all the rays of truth : 

That with ſuch ſweetneſs and ſuch grace unite. 

The gay, the prudent, virtuous, and polite. 

As Heav'n inſpires thy ſentiment divine, 

May Heav'n vouchſafe a friendſhip worthy 


thine! 
A friendſhip plac'd where eaſe and W 
reign, 
Where Nature ſways us, and no laws reſtrain. 
Where ſtudious leiſure, proſpects unconfin'd, 
And heay'nly muſing, lift th" aſpiring mind: 
There 
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and rhere, with thy friend, may years on og be. 
ſpent, -- | 
n blooming health, and ever gay content; 
calls Where blend your cares with foft aſſuaſive arts; 
There ſooth the E chere unfold your 


hearts; | 
oin in each wiſh, and warming into love, 


l, NO. the ae of the bleſt above. 
thy Wt abt 2755 2 . $4444. 
i We CELIL of SOoLI TUR. 98 
ow, | 2 | FR 
W. (By Mr. Ogilvie.) 9 N 
nd; © bm the fleeting viſions of the night, 
d? A dark tower tottering clos'd the extend- 
Ame, ed View 3 5 | : 
holy nile round its ſpires, illumꝰd with feeble lake” 
h The TH bat and uns: raven vow. 
th, | 
ent was the hanging arch, 2 4. o' er- 
ute. thrown ; 
Nor tread was heard Red the deſert pile, 
are wheñ the troubled ghoſt with hollow 1 
orthy Strode flowly o'er the long- reſounding iſle... - 
rance ne only cell withſtood the waſte of Time: 
8 Twas where a turret ore its moſs-clad 
un. brow : 
'd, loomy it ſtood, in fading pomp ſublime, 
1: And ſnew'd the wrecks that. 
"here frown'd below. 7 - 


8 Here 
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Here, on her hand her drooping head reclin'd, 
Wrapt in deep muſing, fat the lonely Power; 
Penſive ſhe ſat, and heard the howling wind 


Die faintly murmuring round her ivy'd bower I“ 


Let hi 
0 


In graceful ringlets fell her amber hair; 

Black as the raven's plumes her mantle flow di XN 
No Cupids round her fann'd the ſullen air, 

Nor feſtive Echo chear'd her lone abode. 


But che wild harp that to the blaſt complains, 
Sooth'd with melodious plaint her raptur' 
| . | 3 
Deep, ſolemn, awful roll'd the varying ſtrains, 
Such ſtrains as Seraphims with tranſport he: 


CH O0 rei 
2 | Wer £Lav9) jw 
Man that's neither high nor low 


In party, nor in ſtature 
No noiſy Rake, nor fickle Beau, 4 
That's us d to cringe and flatter z For th 
And let him be no learned fool - bagel oY 2 
| That nods o'er muſty books; We ha 
Who eats and drinks, and lives by rule, ls 


And weighs my words and looks: Le High- 


_ -- — 
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in d. Let him be eafy, frank and gay, 7 n= 


ower; Of dancing never tir'd ; 


nd Always have ſomething ſmart to ſay, 
Dower, But ſilent, if requir'd. 


e. The NEWS PAPER. 


Is truth, (with def'rence to the College) 
News-papers are the ſpring of know- 

ledge ; | 

The gen'ral ſource, throughout the nation, 

Of every modern converſation. 

What would this mighty people do, 

If there, alas! were nothing new. 

A News-paper is like a feaſt, 

Some diſh there is for every gueſt; / 

Some large, ſome ſmall, ſome ſtrong, ſome 
tender, 

for every ſtomach, ſtout or ſlender ; 
Thoſe who roaſt-beef and ale delight in, 
Are pleas'd with trumpets, drums, and fights 

_  - | 

For thoſe who *re more puifne made, 
Are Arts, and Sciences, and Trade; 
For fanciful and am'rous blood, 
We have a ſoft poetic food; | 
For witty and ſatiric folks, 

Le High- ſeaſon'd, acid, 2 jokes; 


** 
And 
- — 
o 
* 


— 
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And when we ſtrive to pleaſe the mob, 
A jeſt, a quarrel, or a job. | 


If any Gem'man wants a wiſe, 
(A partner, as tis term'd, for life) 
An Advertiſement does the thing, 
And quickly does a ſweetheart bring. 


If you want health, conſult our pages. 
You ſhall be well, and live for ages; 
Our empirics, to get them bread, 

Do every thing — but raiſe the dead. 


Lands may be had, if they are wanted, 
Annuities of all ſorts granted 

Placts, Preferments, bought and ſold ; 
Houſes to purchaſe, new and old, 

Ships, ſhops, of every ſhape and form, 
Carriages, horſes, ſervants ſwarm, 

No matter whether good or bad, 

Mo tell you where they may be had. 


Our ſervices you can't expreſs, 
The good we do you hardly gueſs; 


Ide for no want of human kind, 
ut we a ney can find, 


* 


9 * 
„ , * 
| L*. | | : 
F4 5 * 
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On SHAKESPEARE. 


(By a Bookſeller.) 
REAT Shakeſpeare's Works, Octavos 


Quartos, Folios, 
Were once ſo ſwift of ſale, that Chicks and 
Oglios, 
With Claret and Champaign, erown d Tonſon 8 
board: 
Ev'n Non-proprietors could then aſſord 
Mutton and Port. Now Critics, Commentators, 
Hypers and all the Train of Wordy-Praters, 
Wrangling about him, quite confuſe his Text; 
And where he's clear, they'll ſware he is per- 
plex'd. 
During this heat of verbal altercation, 


Lifeleſs the ſhelf he loads. No Dutch Tranſ- 
lation 


Could e' er have hurt him more. Editors may 
Fill their own purſes, make the Public pay, 
But ſtill we fuffer. One ſays the Johnſonian 5. 
Edition nothing means. The Warburtonian 
Perverts the ſenſe; and the ſuperb Oxonian 5 
Dreſſes the ancient Bard in modern guiſe; 
Laborious Theobald, dealt in Trifles, cries 
Another; Pope was lazy; careleſs Rowe 
Found the Page faulty, and he left it ſo. 

Poet divine when to fair Avon's ſtream _ 
Thou didſt retire, had then ſome kindly dream 
Inform'd thee of the Literary Rage 
Thy Works would kindle in a diſtant Age, 

Some 
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Some of thoſe moments ſure by thee enjay'd 
In ſacred leizure, would have been employ'd 
To give us in their native honeſt garb 
Thy own pathetic Scenes, illuſtrious bard ! 
Though thou wert nobly negligent of fame, 
Something methinks to thy much-injur'd Name, 
Immortal! ſure was due. Oh, that thy Pen 
Had check'd the Boldneſs of licentious men; 
That thou had'ſt giv'n a twentieth of that 
Time, 
Which Pope beſtow'd in poliſhing his Rhyme, 
To a Reviſal of thy Thoughts ſublime | 
Nor ſuffer'd the interpolating Race 
Of pedant Players to mix, to thy diſgrace, 
Their heterogeneous Traſh, and to defile, 
With their low Ribaldry, thy manly Stile, 
Then had we ſeen thee in thy genuine Light, 
Like a ſtrong Eagle, ſoaring to the Height, \ 
Proving not gain *, but glory wing'd thy flight. 


Venszs by a Lap, on a @ young GENTLEMAN'S 
going abroad, 


O Form'd to pleaſe without the force of 


Let act 1 Nature's undiſguiſed part, 


. For gp not glory, wing'd his roving Flight. 
Pope oh Shakeſpeare. 
To 


To gain the 5 unconſcious of 1 

And without Envy's emulation ſhine; 

Bieſs'd in thoſe virtues that the good admire, 

Bleſs'd in thoſe graces that the Sex deſire; 

In beauteous frame a ſtill more beauteous mind, 

Of manners gentle, and of ſenſe refin'd ; 

Array'd in virtue that would ſaints adorn, 

And pure and harmleſs as the babe unborn! 

Go, lovely B—, if tis Heav'n's deſignn, 

Go and be happy, fure that fate is thine. 

For if Heav'n is what Heaven's fam'd to be, 

Then to be happy, is to be like the. 

Adieu, thou lovelieſt of the human train, 

While yet the power remains, farewell again! 

Adieu, ye ſports! adieu ye verdant fields! 

Le meads, and men that grateful odour 
yields. | 

See, on yon green, no more the 25 grows, 

No more their ſweets the hyacinths diſcloſe, 

The lilly fades, the roſe, untimely blown, 

With Nature droope, when thou fair B— art 
gone. £ 

No more ſhall Pleaſure” g empty fecting, train 

Delight the ſenſe, or ſooth the ſoul,—in, vain 

With thee my hopes, with thee my joys retire - 

Thoſe blaſted hopes his goodneſs did inſpire. 

By night in tears, in heaving ſighs by-day, 

To thee my love ſhall its due tribute pay : 

To thee its voice implaintive it ſhall raiſe, 

Implore thy pity, and repeat thy praiſe. 

But, O, may thou more happy countries ſee, 


And climes more fit for happineſs and thee: Z 
0 


- 
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To thee may Heaven each ſacred bliſs impart, 

Joy of my ſoul, and partner of my heart 

At dawn of day, may ſatisfaction bloom, 

And peace ſerene enlighten evening's gloom: 
May precious health, tranquillity of mind, 
With thee their conſtant habitation find : 

On thee may riches and content await; 
And, if it pleaſe thee too, may thou be great! 
If then, O'if thou could one minute ſpare, 
From pomp and . and from wealth thy 

care, a 
Let one the ſubject of refletion he; 29 01 
Who lov'd herſelf far leſs than ſhe lov'd thee ; 
To whotn the world, life, death, and all were 
nought, 
Compar'd with thee, in one capacious thought; 
Who would her real joys to their fountain owe, 
Yet know not thoſe which once thou cow'd(t 
. beſtow. 
But, hark! Time calls! and now the guſhing 
tear 

Too well declares a ſeparation near | 

Words are too weak, no more can they reveal, 

Such are the pains, and ſuch the pangs I feel! 

Then heav'n, in mercy, pity my diſtreſs ; 
O take my ſoul, or make my ſorrows leſs ! 


A 


See 
So {m1 
It o 


The c 
* 

Thi 
But a 
His 


My fr 
Con 
Tho! | 
{ 

By 
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The SHEEP and the BRAMELE=BUSH. 
2 (by Mr. Cunningham.) 
Thick-twiſted brake in the time of a 
ſtorm, 

ut Seem'd kindly to cover a ſheep : 
. So ſnug, for a while, he lay ſnelter'd and warm, 
thy It quietly ſooth'd him aſleep.” 

The clouds are now ſcatter” d the winds are at 
| peace, n 
* The ſheep's to his paſture inclin'd; 


But ah ! the fell thicket lays hold of his fleece, 
His coat is left forfeit behind. 


My friend, who the thicket of law never try'd, 
Conſider before you get in 


Tho' judgment and ſentence are paſs'd on your 
fide, 


By Jove you'll be fleec'd to the ſkin. 
HENS HAH EN EN HEN Eh NN SH 
HU MANI T T. 
AR from the cares or glories that await 
The pomy of courts, and pageantry of ſtate: 
Far from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 
Where ſhines the ſcholar, and where ſleeps the 
drone; 


x Where 
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Where wealthy dullneſs and unletter'd pride 
Ambition's wilds purſue with haſty ſtride; 
Dwelt in a calm receſs, ſacred to truth, 

And peace-clad virtue, in the bloom of youth, 
Humanity, Heav'n's faireſt fav'rite child 

Of manners gentle and affefions mild. 


Thee, gracious Maid ! Heaven's own peculiar 
care, | 

Its bright original, as good as fair, 
Congenial Nature form'd—then ſent thee forth 
In all the majeſty of native worth. | 
Tis thine, meek goddeſs of the tearful eye 
To teach the lab'ring breaſt to heave the ſigh ; 
Tis thine to teach kind pity to expreſs 
The fend'reſt language when ſhe views diſtreſs— 
With grief to ſoften the too rugged ſoul, 
Melt with affection, and with love controul. 


The ſhiv'ring beggar with afrighted look 
Whoſe ſeatter' ſenſes the loud tempeſt ſhook, 
With eyes aghaſt, and trembling hands implores 
'The ſcantieſt meed of kind compaſhon's ſtores. 
Behold. a wretch.! whom the blind fates. attend, 
The child of anguiſh, and misfortunes friend! 
In all the pageantry of ſorrow dreſt, 
Earth his trard couch, and Poverty his gueſt, 
View him, while hunger with diſaſtrous cries 
In frantic language ſmiling, courfs ſapplies ; 
White Want, expiring, rears her drooping head 
And, vain the boon! folicits ev'ry aid. 

View him, while in the arms of death, alone 
Calling on Heav'n, he cries—Thy will be done. 
Come 
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'K Come then, ſweet harbinger of mantled caſe! 

Queen o th* expanſive heart] come, and ap- 
ale | 

uth, The madſtruck cries of agonizing woe, 
And ſave the man, who n'er was yet thy foe. 
Grant to a wretch like this thy kindred aid— 
A wretch ! in ſorrow's ſable ſuit array'd, 

culiar W Impreſs this ſentiment on ev'ry mind 
« I am a man--and feel for all mankind.” * 


Fx <> — ä 


GENIUS AND VALO UR. 


A PasTORAL Por; 


l. {By Mr. Langhorne.) 

. Amyntor, Chorus of Shepherds. 

Jlores HERE Tiveed's fair plains in liberal 
Ires. beauty lie, | 


tend, W And Flora laughs beneath a lucid ſky; | 
ad | Long-winding vales where cryſtal waters lave, 

. Where blythe birds warble, and where green 
t. woods wave, | 
ies A bright-hair'd ſhepherd, in young beauty's 
3 bloom, | 
heat Tun d his ſweet pipe behind the yellow broom. 


"ne * Colman's Terrence, Ac I. Scene J. 
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Free to the gale his waving ringlets lay, 
And his blue eyes diffus'd an azure day. 
Light o'er his limbs a careleſs robe he flung ; 
Health rais'd his heart, and ſtrength his firm 
nerves ſtrung. 


His native plains poetic charms inſpir'd, 
Wild ſcenes, where ancient Fancy oft retir'd | 
Oft led her faeries to the Shepherd's lay, 

By Yarrow's banks, or groves of Endermay. 


Nor only this thoſe images that riſe - 
Fair to the glance of Fancy's plaſtic eyes 
His country's love his patriot ſoul poſſeſs'd, 
His country's honour fir'd his filial breaſt. 
Her lofty genius, piercing, bright and bold, 
Her valour witneſs'd by the world of old, 
Witneſs'd once more by recent heaps of ſlain _ 
On Canada's wild hills, and Minder's plain, 
To ſounds ſublimer wak'd his paſtoral reed— 


Peace, mouniain-cchoes | while the ſtrains pro- 
ceed. 


AMYNTOR., 


No more of Tiviot, nor the flowery braes, 
Where the blythe Shepherd tunes his lightſome 
lays; | 
No . of Leader's faery-haunted ſhore, 
Of Athol's Lawns, and Gledſaword-banks no 
A | 
Unheeded ſmile my country's native charms, 
Loſt in the glory of her arts arid arms, 


Theſe, 
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: Theſe, Shepherds, theſe demand ſublimer ſtrains 
Than Clyde's clear fountains, or fam'd Athol's 

ng; plains. 

s firm | 


CnorRus of SHEPHREDS. 


5 Shepherd, to thee ſublimer lays belong, 

rd! Tue force divine of Soul- commanding ſong. 
Theſe humble Reeds have little learn'd to play, 

J. Save the light airs that chear the paſtoral day. 
Of the clear fountain, and the fruitful plain, 
We ſing, as Fancy guides the ſimple ſtrain. 
If then thy country's ſacred fame demand 


. The high-ton'd muſic of a happier hand 
Shepherd, to thee ſublimer lays belong, 

, The Soul-commanding force of divine ſong. 

ain 

n, AMYNTOR. 

d— | | 

pro- In ſpite of Faction's blind, unmanner'd rage, 


Of various fortune and deſtructive age, 
Fair Scotland's honours yet unchang'd are ſeen, 
Her palms ſtill blooming, and her laurels green, 


- Jl Free'd from the confines of her Gothic grave, 
When her firſt light reviving Science gave, 
Alike o'er Britain ſhone the liberal ray, 
s no From Enfwith's mountains to the. banks of 
Tay. | 
18, 


* A chain of mountains near Folkſtone in Kent. 


heſe, N For 


142 ORIGINAL POEMS, 


For James the Muſes tun'd their ſportive lay, 
And bound the Monarch's brow with Chaucer 
bays. 
Arch Humour ſmil'd t to hear his mimic ſtrain, 
And plauſive Laughter thrill'd thro? every vein, 


When Taſte and Genius from the Royal 
Mind, 
The favour'd Arts a happier era find, 
By James belov'd, the Muſes tun'd their lyres 
To nobler ſtrains, and breath'd diviner fires. 
But the dark mantle of involving Time 
Has veil'd their beauties and obſcur'd they 
rhyme. 


Yet ftill ſame pleaſing monuments remain, 
Some marks of Genius in each latter reign. 
In nervous ſtrains Dunbar's bold muſic flows, 


And Time yet ſpares the Thifle and the Roſe + 


O, while his courſe the hoary warrior ſteers 
Thro' the long range of lifed-iſſolving years, 
Thro' all the evils of each changeful age, 
Hate, Envy, FaQtion, Jealouſy, and Rage, 
Ne'er may his ſcythe theſe ſacred plants divide, 
Theſe plants by Heaven in native union tied! 
Still may the flower its ſocial ſweets diſcloſe, 
The hardy Thiſtle ftill defend the Roſe ! 


James the Firſt, King of Scotland, Author of the fa- 
mous old ſong, entitled Chriſt" Kirk on the Green. 
+ A poem fo called, written in honour of Margaret 
daughter of Henry VII. on her marriage to James IV. King 
of Scots. By Mr. William Dunbar, 
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Hail happy days appeas'd by Margaret's 


charms. 
When rival Yalour ſheath'd his fatal arms. 
When kindred realms unnatural war fuppreſt, 
Nor aim'd their arrows at a ſiſter's breaſt. 


Kind to the Muſe is Quiet's genial day 
Her olive loves the foliage of the bay. 


With bold Dunbar aroſe a numerous choir, 
Of rival bards that ſtrung the Dorian lyre. 
In gentle Henry/or's * unlabour'd. ſtrain 
Sweet Arethuſa's ſhepherd breath'd again: 
Nor ſhall your tuneful viſions be forgot, 
Sage Bellentyne t, and fancy-painting Scot! 1. 


But, O my Country ! how ſhall Memory trace 
Thy bleeding anguiſh, and thy dire diſgrace ? . 
Weep o'er the ruins of thy blaſted bays, 

Thy glories loſt in either Charles days? 
When thro' thy fields deſtructive Rapine ſpread, 
lor ſparing infant's tears, nor hoary head. 
In thoſe dread days the unprotected ſwain 
Mourn'd on the mountains o'er his waſted 
plain. 


i 

* Mr. Robert Henryſon, an ingenious paſtoral poet. 

+ Mr. John Bellentyne, Archdean of Murray, Author of 
a beautiful allegorical poem, entituled, Virtue and Vice. 

Mr. Archibald Scott, in the year 15 24, tranſlated the 
Vition, a poem ſaid to have been written in the year 1360. 
He was Author of the Eagle and the Redbreaſt alſo, and 
ſeveral other pieces written with uncommon elegance for 


their day. 
Nor 
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Nor longer vocal with the Shepherd's lay She, th 
Were Yarrow's banks, or groves of Endermay. Of Br: 
| Clos'd | 

And fa 


C Hokus of SHEPHERDS. 


Amyntor, ceaſe! the painful ſcene forbear, Auf 
Nor the fond breaſt of filial duty tear. Rais d 
Yet in our eyes our fathers' ſorrows flow, 80 
Yet in our boſoms lives their laſting woe. When, 
At eve returning from their ſcanty fold, Dare te 
When the long ſufferings of their fires they told, Returr 
Oft have we ſigh'd the piteous tale to hear, Behelc 
And infant Wonder dropt the mimic tear. 

| Aul 
AMYNTOR, On . 
Shepherds, no longer need your ſorrows flow, With 
Nor pious duty cheriſh endleſs woe. | And t 
Yet ſhould Remembrance, led by filial Love, 
'Thro' the dark vale of old Afflictions rove, Th 
The mournful ſhades of ſorrows paſt explore, | 
And think of miſeries that are no more; A for 
Let thoſe ſad ſcenes that aſk the duteous tear, His r 
The kind return of happier days endear. And 
Like 
Hail, Anna, hail ! O may each muſe divine From 
With wreaths eternal gracg thy holy ſhrine ! A ro 
Grav'd on thy tomb this ſacred verſe remain, In or 
This verſe more ſweet than Conqueſt's founding Fron 
ſtrain. | | Wea 


gd he bade the rage of hoſtile nations ceaſe. 
The glorious arbitreſs of Europe's peace.“ 
She, 


1ay. 


ar, 
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She, thro' whoſe boſom roll'd the vital tide 
Of Britain's Monarchs in one ſtream allied, 
Clos'd the long jealouſies of different ſway, 
And ſaw united Siſter-Realms obey. 


Auſpicious days! when Tyranny no more 
Rais'd his red arm, nor drench'd his darts in 
gore. 
When, long an Exile from his native plain, 
Safe to his fold return'd the weary ſwain. 
Return'd, and, many a painful ſummer paſt, 


Beheld the green bench by his door at laſt, 


Auſpicious days! when Scots, no more op- 
preſt, 
On their free mountains bar'd the fearleſs breaſt. 
With pleaſure ſaw their flocks unbounded feed, 
And tun'd to ſtrains of ancient joy the reed. 


Then, Shepherds, did your wondering fires 

behold 

A form divine, whoſe veſture flam'd with gold ; 

His radiant eyes a ſtarry luſtre ſhed, 

And ſolar glories beam'd around his head. 

Like that ſtrange power by fabling poets feign'd, 

From Eaft to Weſt his mighty arms he ſtrain'd. 

A rooted olive in one hand he bore, 

In one a globe, inſcrib'd with ſea and ſhore. 

From Thames's banks to Tweed, to Tay he came, 

Wealth in his rear, and Commerce was his 
name. | was cs | 


U Cu 
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Glad Induyftry the glorious ſtranger hails, 

Rears the tall maſts, and ſpreads the ſwelling 
fails ; 

Regions remote with aCtive hope explores, 

Wild Zembla's hills, and Afric's burning ſhores, 


But chief, Columbus, of thy various coaſt, 

Child of the Union, Commerce bears his boaſt. 

To ſeek thy new-found worlds, the vent'row 
ſwain, 

His laſs forſaking, left the lowland plain. 

Aſide his crook, his idle pipe he threw, 

And bade to Muſic, and to Love adieu! 


Hence, Glaſgow fair, thy wealth- diffuſing 

„ Hand, 

Thy groves of veſſels, and thy crowded ſtrand, 

Hence, round his folds the moorland ſhepherd 
ſpies 

New ſocial towns, and happy hamlets rife. 


But me not ſplendor, nor the hopes of gain, 

Should ever tempt to quit the peaceful plain. 

Shall I, poſſeſt of all that life requires, 

With tutor'd hopes, and limited deſires, 

Change theſe ſweet fields, theſe native ſcenes 
of eaſe, | 

For climes uncertain, and uncertain ſeas ? 


Nor yet, fair Commerce, do I thee diſdain, 
Tho' Guilt, and Death, and Riot, ſwell thy 


train. | 
' Chear' 


ſ 3 
* - 
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Chear'd by the influence of thy gladd'ning ray, 
The liberal Arts ſublimer works eſſay. 

Genius for thee relumes his ſacred fires, 

And Science nearer to her heaven aſpires. 


The ſanguine eye of Tyranny long clos'd, | 


N By Commerce foſter'd, and in Peace repos'd, 
a. WNo more her miſeries when my country mourn'd, 
nt row BE With brighter flames her glowing genius burn'd, 

Soon wandering fearleſs many a muſe was ſeen 
Ver the dun mountain, and the wild wood 
gen 
Soon, to the warblings of the paſtoral reed, 
Fuſing Started ſweet Echo from the banks of Tweed. 


O favour'd ſtream ! where thy fair current 
trand, flows, 
:pherd I The child of nature, gentle Thomſon roſe, 
Young as he wander'd on thy flowery ſide, 
* With ſimple joy to ſee thy bright waves glide, 
; Thither, in all their native charms array'd, 
zan, From climes remote the filter Seaſons ſtray'd, 


Long 2 in beauty boaſted to excel, 
ö (For jealouſies in ſiſter - boſoms. dwell,) 
cents But now, delighted with the liberal boy, E 
Like heaven's fair rivals in the groves of Troy, 
Yield to an humble ſwain their high debate, 
And from his voice the palm of beauty wait. 


| thy Her naked charms, like Venus, to diſcloſe, 


Pri from her boſom threw the ſhadowing roſe; 
ear 11 U 2 Bard 
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Bar'd the pure ſnow that feeds the lover's fire, 
The breaſt that thrills with exquifite deſire; 
Affum'd, the tender ſmile, the melting eye, 
The breath favonian, and the yielding ſigh. 
One beauteous hand a wilding' s bloſſom grac'd, 
And one fell caretels 0 er her n wait 


. Majeſtic 4 in gay pride adord'd,. 
Her rival ſiſter's fimple beauty ſcorn'd. 
With purple wreaths her lofty brows were bound 
With glowing flowers her riſing boſom crown'd, 
In her gay zone, by artful Fancy fram'd, 
The bright roſe bluſh'd, the full carnation flam'd, 
Her cheeks the glow of ſplendid clouds diſplay, 
And her eyes flaſh inſufferable day. 


With milder air the gentle Autumn came, 
But ſeem'd to languiſh at her fiſters flame. 
Yet, conſcious of her boundleſs wealth, ſhe 

© bore 
On high the emblems of her golden ſtore. 
Yet could ſhe boaſt the plenty-pouring hand, 
'The liberal ſmile, benevolent and bland. 
Nor might ſhe fear in beauty to excell, _ 
From whoſe fair head ſuch golden treſſes fell; 
Nor might ſhe envy Summer's flowery zone, 
In whoſe ſweet eye the ſtar of evening ſhone. 


Next, the pale power, that blots the golden 
iky, | 

Wreath'd her grim brows, and roll'd her ſtormy 

os 

*« Behold, 
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« Behold,” ſhe cried, with voice that ſhook the 
round, 

(The bard, the fiſters trembled at the ſound,) 

« Ye weak' admirers of a grape, or roſe,” 

« Behold my wild magnificence of ſnows! 

« See my keen froſt her glaſly boſom bare! 

« Mock the faint ſun, -and bind the fluid air! 

« Nature to you may lend a painted hour, 

« With you may muy when I 403 ron = 
. power. 

© But you and Nature, who that power FO 


* Shall own my beauty, or * dread my 


ce ſway! = 
| She ſpoke: The bard, whoſe gentle _ 
ne'er gave 


One pain or trouble that he knew to ſave, 
No favour'd nymph extols'with partial lays, 
But gives to each Ber . for her praiſe. 


Mute lies his we in n death's unchearfulgloom, 
And Truth = Genius e at Thomſon's tomb! 


Yet ſtill the Muſe 8 Kring ſounds pervade, 
Her ancient ſcenes of - Caledonian ſhade. 
Still nature liſtens to the tuneful lay, 
On Kilda's mountains, and in Endermay. 


'Th' etherial brilliance of poetic fire, 
The mighty hand that ſmites the ſounding lyre 
Strains that on fancy's ſtrongeſt pimon riſe, 
Conceptions vaſt, and thoughts that graſp the 
kies, 
To 
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To the rapt youth that mus'd on * Shakeſpeare 


— 
To Ogilvie the Muſe of Pindar gave. 
+ Time, as he ſung, a moment ceas'd to fly, 
And lazy 1 Steep unfolded half his eye. 


O wake, ſweet Bard, the Theban lyre again; 
With antient valour ſwell the ſounding ſtrain. 
Hail the high trophies by thy country won, 
The wreaths that flouriſh for each valiant ſon. 


While 8 frowns red with Norway's 
ore, 
Paint her pale matrons weeping on the ſhore. 
Hark the green clation pouring Hoods of 
breath 


Voluminouſly loud; high ſcorn of death 
Each gallant ſpirit elates; ſee Rothſay's thane 
With arm of mountain oak his firm bow ſtrain! 
Hark! the ſtring twangs—the whizzing arrow 
| flies; : 
The fierce Norſe falls;—in dignant falls--and dies. 
O'er the dear urn, where glorious { allace 
« fleeps, ö | 
True Valour bleeds, and patriot Virtue weeps 


* Sce Mr. Ogilvie's Ode to the Genius of Shakeſpear. 
tf Ode to Time. Ibid. 
f Ode to Sleep. Ibid. 


$ Sir William Wallace, who after bravely defending his 
country againſt the arms of Edward I. was executed as 2 
Rebel, | though he had taken no oath of allegiance: 91 


Son 


— 


Add 


In e 


bear's Son of the lyre, what high enobling "EY 
| What meed from thee ſhall . generous Wallace 
gain? 
Ys Who greatly ſcorning an  uſurper”s pride, 
Bar'd his brave breaſt for liberty, and died! 


gain; Boaſt, Scotland, boaſt thy ſons of mighty 

ain. name, 

, Thine ancient chiefs of high heroic fame. 

on. Souls that to death their Country's foes oppos'd, 
And life in freedom, glorious freedom clog'd. - 


: Where, yet bewail'd, Argy/”s warm aſhes lie, 
re. Let muſic breathe her moſt perſuaſire ſigh. | 

s of Lo him, what heaven to man could give, it gave, 
Wiſe, generous, honeſt, eloquent, and brave | 
Genius and Valcur for Argyle ſhall mourn, 

And his own laurels flouriſh round his urn. 

O, may they bloom beneath a fay'ring ſky, 
And in their ſhade Reproach and Envydie! 


Addreſt to SPRING. Written in 1762. 


af 1 pb gentle maid ; hail, "roſy-boſom'd 
* Spring, 


In e ver , of thee I bas; 


Deſcend, 


* 
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Deſcend, with freſh-blown daffodil, and hook 

Bedeck'd with flow'rs, and ſmooth the rufe 
brook. 

At thy approach, bid ſurly Winter, vals, 

Fly to the north, and quit the pillag'd vale; 


While gentle breezes, and faint-dawning rays, 


Deep ſnows diſſolving, chear deformed days. 


See proud Aurora riſe on eaſtern hills, 
And faintly gleam upon the falling rills; 
See lonely groves half-gilt with ling'ring rays, 
And dewy miſts exhal'd with borrow'd blaze. 
The lark, with pinions bold, the æther wings, 
Midſt dawning clouds, and ſhrill ſweet anthems 

ſin 

Mclodious notes, that from his balmy fleep 
The ſhepherd rouſe, his fleecy flock to keep, 
Now tender friſking lambs begin to play 
Along the meads, in ſnowy white array. 
Their careful dams, oft bleating thro? the vale, 
In pleaſing numbers their hard fates bewail. 
High in the caſt, array'd in golden beams, 


Bright Phoebus ſhines on rocks and 'purling 


ſtreams. 
Blazing, he rolls thro' his illumed way, 
And ſheds, thro' wow rais'd clouds, the ſhin- 
ing day. . 
While, ir in the proves, the feather'd chanters 


Haſte, view, the many-colour' * ſprng 
"The ſeaſon. here unboſoms ev'ry grace, 


And ſtrews, with lib'ral * the tulip = 
ere 


Here, 
Primr. 
The fi 
With 

{ 
Gay-1} 
And f 
Aurici 
Whoſ 
There 
While 


Beh 
The f 
Whoſ 
And I 
By thi 
With 
Her f 
Thun. 
Theſe 

8 
Theſe 


No 
Bright 
While 


Thee, 


At t 
'Thou 
But { 
And 
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Here, in ſweet ſmelling borders, gaily riſe 

Primroſes, daiſies, and anemonies z 

The full ranunculus, of deep-dy'd red, 

With yellow wall-flow'rs, their ſweet fragrance 
ſhed : | 

Gay-ſpotted pinks are richly ſprung to view, 

And full-blown violets, of a purple hue; 

Auriculas, enrich'd with crimſon dye, 

Whoſe velvet-leaves ſeem bluſhing to the eye. 

There aramanthine bow'rs diſplay their charms, 

While vi&t'ry glones in Britannia's arms. 


Behold the new-ſprung nurſeries gayly ſmile, 
The future bulwark of this fertile iſle, 
Whoſe age poſterity will fondly bleſs, 
And Britain's genius crown with ſure ſucceſs. 
By theſe Britannia's ſons triumphant ride, 
With flags majeſtic, pomp, and martial pride; 
Her floating caſtles, built of theſe, oft go 
Thund'ring around, and quell our daring foe; 
Theſe curb the pride of France and haughty 

Spain, f 


Theſe lordly trees make Britain rule the main. 


Now, in the weſtern ſkies, low-rolling, red, 
Bright Phoebus ſhines upon the daiſy'd mead; 
While virtuous lovers, and companions true, 


Thee, beauteous Spring, with glowing tranſ- 


ports view | 
At thy approach all Nature's ſons are gay, 
Thou uſher'ſt in the flow'ry footed May. 
But ſee the painted ev'ning comes ſerene, 
And draws ber crimſon mantle o'er the ſcene,” 


4 % 


7 
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The BacntLon's SOLILOQUY. or dar 


In Imitation of the celebrated Soliloguy of Hamle, m 
| at 
(By G—D— Ef = | 

O wed, or not to wed, — that is the quel. And b 

tion: The v 

Whether tis better ſtill to rove at large Than 

From fair to fair, amid the wilds of paſſion; | 

Or plunge at once into a ſea of marriage, Thus 

And quench our fires? — To marry,—take ; And | 

wife, Is fac 


No more—and by a wife to ſay we quell | 
Thoſe reſtleſs ardours, all thoſe nat'ral tum And 
That fleſh is heir to;—'tis a conſolation Witt 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. —Mary a wife, 


A wife,—perchance a devil :—ay, there's ti And 


. When they have ſhuffled off the virgin maſk, 


Which merit bears, when fools | ecome thei 


rub; 
For *mongſt that angel-ſex what devils are found 


Muſt give us pauſe. —There's the reſpect 
That keeps a prudent man ſo long a bachelor. 
For who would bear the taunts of longing mais 
The harlot's impudence, the prude's diſdain, 
The pangs of Love deſpis'd, coquette's delay, 
The inſolence of beauty, and the ſpurns 


fav'rites, 
When he himſelf might his quietus make 


With one kind woman ? — Say, what youth Yo 


To wiſh, and ſigh alone the weary night, 


could bear | : 


Or dangle after belles, coquettes, and 8 

But that the dread of ſomething after — 
moon, 

(That gaily fleeting period, whoſe ſweet j Joys 

Few loves, alas! ſurvive) puzzles the will, 

And bids us rather linger in the path, 

The well-known, ſimple path of fingle life, 

Than tempt the dark perplexed ways of wed- 
lock? 


e, Thus forethought does make Bach'lors of us all: 
-take And hence the face of many a willing maid 

Is ſickly'd o'er with the pale caſt of languiſh- 
| ment; 


tumulsW And many a youth of no ſmall pith and moment, 
With this regard, ſpends all his days a-wench- 


ing, 
e's the And damns the name of huſband. 


at, i DeeDee 


A MONODY, in Praiſe of VIRTUE. 
(By Mr. Mac——ne, in 1774.) 
\ Addreſſed to Mr. . 


HIL ANDER, could my pen rehearſe, 
The dictates of my mind; ö 

You'd then perceive my ſentiments, 

To virtue are MR REN Tues 


ss ORIGINAL POEMS, 


Tho! ſore diſtreſs had brought me low, 
And gloomy made my brain; 

Yet nothing ſhall (while here I live), 
My ſoul of Virtue drain. 


Diſtreſs may ſtill my ſtrength i impair, 
And dimmer make mine eyes; 
But Virtue and Benevolence, 
The brighter then do riſe. 


As the palm- tree the more its eruſt d, 
| yo broader ſtill doth grow; 


So Virtue makes the mind when pain'd 
The more with goodneſs flow. 


Like as che Ivy weak itſelf, 
Doth twiſt around the vine; 
So do aMiictions make the good, 
Still more to Virtue twine: 


As fire doth purify from droſs, 
Makes metal more refin'd, 

So doth real Virtue cure the fouls 
Of the ſincere in mind. 


As wordly cares are ſure to breed, 
Contentions, grief, and ſtrife, 
80 Virtue fills our ſouls with caſe; 

And —_—_ the ills of life. 


As one that s faithful, (darigers nigh)... 
Will with us ill abide, 


and SONGS. 
% Virtue, when all hopes do fail; 
Is our aſſured guide. 


As the cool ſhade doth us defend; 
From-Summer's ſcorching heat, 

So from the doleful pains of vice, 
Virtue's a ſure retreat. 


As Phcebus bright the azure ſkies 
Bedecks with golden rays, 
So Virtue lights the pious ſoul, 


And makes its goodneſs blaze. 


As pearly dew revives the E 
Burnt up by Phoebus rays; | 
So Virtue doth reclaim the uh We 

From fin, and Satan's ways. 


As balmy ſleep to one fatigu'd, 
Is a moſt pleafant reſt, 

So Virtue ſweeter is by far, 
To one with grief oppreſt. 


As no advantage in this life 
Is equal to a friend; 

So nothing can give ſuch celight, 
As Virtue to the mind. 


As ba bright doth gild the day, 
And doth make nature ſhine: K. 


So Virtue dignifies a man, 
And makes him more divine. 
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And make them tune their throats, 
So Virtue fills the ſoul of man, 
With ſweet ſeraphic notes. 


As thirſty harts to water brooks 
Run, to ſupply their want, 

So doth a ſoul conſcious of guilt, 
Thus after Virtue pant. 


As hope, when other ſupports fail, 
Raiſes ſome dawn of joy: 

So Virtue, tho' afflictions preſs, 
Let's nothing us annoy. 


As Camels trav'ling parched ground, 
Wherein no waters lie: 


Do carry that within themſelves, 
Their thirſt to ſatisfy. 


So the good man when travelling thro? 
This vale of grief and tears: 

Keeps Virtue ſtill within his breaſt, 
Which baniſhes his fears. 


As birds inclos'd in cage, tare not 
Their fleſh againſt its ſides, 

So Virtue hates unlawful means 
For eaſe, whate're betides. 


As bloſſoms by the hand of Spring, 
Are ſtrew'd upon the earth, 

So Virtue harbour'd in the ſoul, 

_ . Gives to all goodneſs birth. 
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As Summer's morns do cheer the birds; 


As 
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As ſummer's kindneſs doth produce 
Things fit for our ſupply ; 

80 Virtue fills the ſoul of ſuch 
As do with her comply. 


As real ſweetneſs breatheth from 
The nature of the roſe, | 

So native Virtue in the ſoul 
More ſweetneſs doth diſcloſe. 


As it gives pleaſure to the eyes, 
When they behold the light; 

So Virtue animates the ſoul, 
And makes it always bright. 


As Sol's bright rays diſſolve the ſnows, 
Which on the mountains lie, 

So Virtue drives off all vain cares, 
That to the ſoul draw nigh, 


As men with hydrophobia ſeiz'd, 
Shake when they water ſee; 
So one poſſeſs'd of Virtue great, 

Shakes at iniquity. 


As one when dropſy's the diſeaſe, 
The more he drinks is dry; 

So one, who Virtue once doth taſte, 
For new ſupplys doth cry, 


Thus Virtue is our ſureſt guide, 
Our refuge and comforter; 
And in our troubles ſhe's alone 


Our kind and ſure ſupporter. + 


"Tis 
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Tis ſhe that cauſeth joy, and mirth, And 
Midſt all the pains of life; Blend i 


And keeps us back from ſnares, where are 
Anguiſh, remorſe, and ſtrife. 


Now, dear Philander, as you beg'd Fr 
My thoughts in Virtue's praiſe; W 
I've you obey'd, nor ſhall I fail 
To do the ſame always. TI 
D: 
Aſk on. To me it ever hall And, k 
A real pleaſure give, Jo 
To ſhow how much I am your ſlave: Al 
Each day, that I do live. | 
i Te 
[he ne 
opcofoooooogord ©: 
ODE to FORTITUDE. 
4 | But « 
(By Mr, B—1,) Tl 
.. Cour 
Yr At 
\ A 7 HAT Power, what Genius will 
To deck her lovely labour chuſe? 
What Grace, what Virtue make her theme? gt. 
Sweet are the pious drops that flow Awal 
In pity of a brother's woe, nd ro 
And fair the bluſhes of ingenuous Shame. 3 


Not gayer ſtreaks adorn the ſmiling Weſt, 


When young Phœbus ſinks to reſt, . 
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And all the richeſt colours of the ſky 
lend in one glorious robe, to form his canopy. 


a. 


From Peace unnumbered bleſſings ſpring: 
Warm Plenty thrives beneath her wing: 
The Muſe exalts her heavenly voice; 

The gay Delights, a blooming train, 
Dance lighly o'er the velvet plain, 

and, knit in choral band, the Loves and ſocial 

Joys: 

Art looks elated from the gilded ſpire, 

While her charms the world admire, 

To ſee, obedient to her forming hand, 


ſhe new-born city riſe, _ grace the ſmiling 
land, 


0 


I. 3. 


But oft, fair Peace! beneath thy turtle reign, 
The higher virtues languiſh or decay; 
Courage lies bound in Pleaſure's flow'ry chain, 
: And Fear and Avarice the boſom ſway: 
s will No more the heart with freedom glows, 
The mind no manly purpoſe knows, 
And dreads the thought of arms. 
Strike then, my Muſe, a bolder wire, 
Awake, awake! to Fortitude the lyre, 
nd rouze to hardy deeds, to War and Glory's 
charms. 


Y - | Thou 
And | | 


— =. „ 
3 
— p ]«3Ü⁰ 
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Thou who, with bold and ſteddy eye, 
View'ſt, undiſmay'd, yon mountain high, 
Upon whoſe lofty brow are hung 

The laurel and the laſting crown, 
And all the trophies of renown, 

Which fire the breaſt with loye of glory ſtung; 
Regardleſs of the rugged, rocky ſteep, 
And the yawning whirlpool deep, 

Where oft, hurl'd headlong from the 
mountain's height, 2 
IIl-ſtarr'd adventurers plunge low to oblivious 
night: 


II. 2. 


Thee nor the birds of boding cry, 
Which hovering round the ſummit fly, 
And ſtun, with their infernal yell, 
The boldeſt heart, the ſtouteſt ears, 
And fill the timid ſoul with fears 
Of ſpeQres dire, and proſpects dark as hell, 
Appal: nor vengeful harpies' venom'd claws, 
(Emblem meet of Critic paws), 
Which oft, when the fair garland's juſtly 
worn, 


They, deep imprinting, tend, and ſhed dif- 
honeſt ſcorn. | 


* 


Ls u. 3. 
From thee, invigorating Power! proceed 


The poet's labour, and the hero's toil ; 
how 


Fr 


By 
Drag 


The) 


; 
From 
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From thee, the verſe ſublime, the martial 


deed, 
The wreath of honour, and the wealth of 


ſpoil; 
But without thee, victorious Dame! 
Without thy animating flame, 
The breaſt no ardour knows; 
No chearing rays of Fancy ſhine, 
But languid, dull, and finev:leſs, the line 
Drags thro” a joyleſs waſte of poor, cold, barren , 
proſe. 


III. 1. 
Thee Liberty, in days of yore, 
Io godlike Emulation bore; | 
Since which, through each ſucceeding age; 
The wiſe and brave of ev'ry land, 
Have own'd thy elevating hand, 
Have own'd thy awful, animating rage. 
But chief the hero, patriot, and bard, 
Struck with thy ſublime reward, 
And nobl y ſtarting from the earih-bornthroig, 


They pour "luftrious deeds, or fire immortal 
ſong: | 


III. 2: 


When Xerxes with his millions came; 
To cruſh the ſeeds of Grecian fame, 


* 2 | And 


- Ta _ —— LT q 
_ Ce eee Qua eas AC 2 
— — — — 
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And Athos fled to make him way; 
By thee upheld, the Spartan Youth “* 
Suſftain'd the ſacred cauſe of Truth, 
And check'd th' imperial Robber's ſway, 
Dauntleſs and calm he met the countleſs ho; 
(Aſia all in wonder loſt), 
And with his friends, a ſmall but glorioy 
_band;: 


He greatly fell; —and, falling, freed his native 


land. 


III. 3. 


When, from the Tygris to the Britiſh ſtrand, 
Great Julius, like ſome vaſt immortal, 
ſtrode, 
When proſtrate monarchs watch'd his leaſt 
command, | 
And Rome herſelf ſtood trembling at his 
nod; | 
Inſpir d by thee, the free-born ſoul 
Of Brutus ſpurn'd ſuch baſe controul, 
Such rule difdairrd to own : 
Nor aw'd by fear nor impious blame, 
Nor by th' enſlaving thunder of a name, 
From his tyrannic height he daſh'd -th*uſurpe! 


down. 
r 
But not alone to ancient times, 


Alone to Greek and Roman elimes, 


* LEONIDAS. 


Ie 


2 > 


And 
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Is thy awak' ning call confin'd; 
For oft, on Albion's warlike plain, 
In fiery conflict with the Dane, 
His life to thee, the daring youth reſign'd ; 
And Creſſy yet, and Agincourt can tell 
How proud Gallia's legions fell, 
W thy lov'd Edward ſcatter'd wild diſ- 


And Henry's beaming ſword appall'd the face of 
day. 


IV. 2. 


Yet not, alas ! *gainſt foreign foes 
Alone, their noble valour roſe, 
But on themſelves they dealt thy wound 
And Severn oft ſaw with affright, 
Upon his banks thoſe ſons of might 
An hour in dreadful hardiment confound *. 
And long ſhall Cheviot thy rude hills pro- 
claim, 
While loud Echoes tell to Fame, 
O gallant Douglas ! thine ill-fated blow, 
And Piercy's godlike tears o'er his illuftrious 
foe, | | 


When on the gentle Severn's ſedgie bank, 


In ſingle oppoſition, hand to hand, 
He did confound the beſt part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower. 
Suarzs, H. IV. part I. 


IV. 3. 
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v 


| Her vengeful arm when Deſolation rear'd, | 
| When Slav'ry ſhook aloft her galling chain, Anc 


When human aid nor human hope appear'd, 2 
| | But ſighs of mis'ry ſadden'd ev'ry plain; _ 
| Alcides-like, young Wallace roſe, A; 

Amid a land a prey to foes, | e 


Nor dread nor terrour knew; 
And, almoſt with his ſingle arm, 
His native Scotia freed from ſlaviſi harm, 
And bade her warlike ſons the path to glory 


, view: 
V. I. 
© Hark !” — the dread Queen cries, Why 
reveal 


What it were pious to conceal, 1 
Or England's triumphs old o'er Gaul? 
Did ſhe not late, reſiſtleſs, rei 
Sole ſov'reign of the land and main, 
And with her thunder ev'ry power appal ? 
Did not Iberia bend her lofty brow, 
Gaul in ſupplication bow 
Did not all Europe own Britannia's ſway, 
And diſtant Indian worlds; ſabmiſtire, boti MW * im 
_ ? Smollet 


V. 2. | 4 


But tho Iv view my fav'rite land, 
With joy, the ſubject earth command, my 


4 
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Yet muſt I drop a mother's tear; 
To thee, O Wolfe, bow fondly due 


4 Who brought my precepts ſtern to vicw, 
ain And bravely bleeding bade the World re- 
3 vere.” 
wR Hence long ſhall ey'ry Britiſh muſe bemoan, 
; Fortitude, thy darling ſon ; 
His bright example future heroes fire, 
Greatly, like him, to live, and gloriouſly expire, 
n, V. 3. 
lor Nor ſecond he, the partner of his fame, 
Victorioug Murray * ! whoſe undaunted 
ſoul, 
. MK Warm'd and ſublim'd by thy celeſtial flame, 
Why Was form'd the fierce Canadians to con- 
troul; | 
Nor He +, who, on the German plain, 
ul. ? Made Albion till triumphant reign, 
And Bourbon's ſpirit fall; 
| Nor He f, who, on the Ganzen ſhore, 
: Taught ſervile nations Freedom to adore, 
And Eaſtern kings to know that Britons rule the 
ball. 85 
y, 
both * Immediately after the death of General Wolfe, ſays 


mmollett, Brigadier Murray briſkly advanced with the 
troops under his command, and ſoon broke the centre 


ok the enemy. 


+ Marquis of Granby, Lord Clive. 
VI. 1. 


0 
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To riſe, like Jove, in vengeance juſt, 
And ſtretch the tyrant on the duſt ; 
Amid a venal ſenate ſtand, 
The bulwark of his country's laws; 
Or bravely periſh in her cauſe, 
Thy fixed thought and rage divine demand ; 
Yet not in Peril's awful ſcenes alone, 
Heroic Dame ! thy ſons are known, 
But in ſuſtaining, with unalter'd mind, 
Affliction's rougheſt blaſt, or Fortune's faireſt 
wind. 
VI. 2. 


Hurl'd from the top of wealth and power, 
Like Job, in an untimely hour, 

To poverty, contempt, and ſcorn; 
Depriv'd of thoſe that now ſhould aid, 
Deſpis'd by thoſe his bounty ſtaid, 

Abus'd by Slander, and by Anguiſh torn: 
Then with a feeling, yet unſhaken mind, 
To act the part by Heav'n aſſign'd, 
Diſplays a ſoul as firm, as truly great, 
As he who lives to free, or dies to ſave a ſtate. 


VI. 3. 


Not greater He *; who, with a comet's blaze, 
- Burſt rapid forth, the race of fame to run, 
And fireing all the orient with his rays, 


Secm'd to diſpute the empire of the Sun; 


* Alexander the Great. 
| When, 


| 5 4 
and SONGS. | af 169 


When, looking from his burning throne, 
He ſaid, Pl reign, like Jove, alone! 
Nor with a rival ſhare ; 
Than when, his luſtre laid aſide, 

He calm'd the fears that ſhook the royal 
bride, 

And quell'd his riſing heart a matron's bluſh to 
ſpare. 


VII. 1. 

Still, Fortitude, there is a ſcene 
Where thou art all- triumphant ſeen, 

Tho? vulgar fouls ſhrink from the view: 
Such was the ſcene, when thought was loft, - 
ver, When terrour reign'd on Albion's coaſt *, 
Where godlike Douglas, to his purpoſe true, 
Beheld, ſerene, his gallant ſhip on fire; 

Saw—but ſcorning to retire, 

Exclaim'd, _ . Let cowards tell Britannia's 


ſhame, 
Ere Douglas quit his poſt he ſhall be wrapt in 
flame !” 
te. VII. 2. 


Thy influence on the human ſoul, 
ze, Makes freedom thrive beneath the pole, 


un, * This alludes to the burning of the ſhips at Chatham 
by the Dutch, where Capt. Douglas, who commanded on 
board the Royal Oak, periſhed in the flames, tho“ he had 
au eaſy opportunity of eſcaping. Neveſ was it known, 
laid he, that a Douglas left bis poſt without orders. 


en, 2 | And 


by-- 
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c And bloom on Afia's flaviſh bounds : 
Inclines the Scythian to forego 
The lap of Eaſe for ſcenes of woe, 
For toils, alarms, for conflicts, and f 
wounds : 
And fires th' Arabian with reſiſtleſs might, 
To urge the terror of the fight, 
Dauntleſs to claim the ſpoils his arm hat 
won, 
Aſſert his blood-earn'd right, nor death, no 
danger ſhun, 


VII. 3. 
Queen of the fearleſs heart and ſtern- beam 


eye, 
Still to Britannia's ſons thy gifts reveal, 
Wake in their breafts thoſe ſparks that Fat 
defy, ; | 


And teach them thy ſtrong energy to feel! * 
Then ſhall they graſp at patriot fame, j 
Unlur'd, unawed the trophy claim, * 

And wear the living bay. Parap 

No threats can dare, no baits can draw 7 
The king of beaſts, when with outſtretche! { 
<7 The ( 
blood, he ſpring * 

: 

{ 

' 

( 


End of the r Volume, 
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